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'•....  'Oiiiiiiliiiilu'  siistiiiiiH  its  interest  from  tlrst 
to  last."—  ]Ve.-<tmiiiiili-r  herieii;  No,  I'xxxi. 

'•....  On.'  is  tilled  with  n  fuller  sense  of  sinipie 
(leliiflit  iiiul  (rrntitnde  by  sncli  a  channinn  poi'm 
ns'Onniilindii.""— /,«i(rf«)/  lAterimj  World,  No.  H24. 
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'One  hand  to  ear,  to  catch  alarm, 
Showed  jewelled  wrist  and  rounded  arm," 
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If  I  (oiilil  Willi'  Ihr  iH'iiiity  nf  j-oiir  i'.V"«, 

Ami  111  ficxh  iiiiiiilii'i'H  iiiiiiilii'i   Al.l.  .viiiir  jrrarcH, 
Till'  anv  til  1(11111'  wimlil  Hiiy,  IliU  iiint  Hi'h  — 

Such  licnvciily  toiiilifH  iiu'cr  tomlii'il  i-aitlily  fiu'i's 
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arliirrrincufs  «/'(>n\alini)A,  fhr  Irof/nois piiii- 
rrss,  irhosr  hnlUani  adroitness  haj/fnl  flir 
FrfiirJi  f/riicrnl  Dnionrillr  in  his  invasion  of 
litr  faflin\'i  domains ;  and  whose  faseinatinfi 
heaKfji  dteir  to  her  side,  from  the  ranks  of  her 
enemies,  the  ehira/roiis  Cajdain  Star/,:  The 
lores  and  adventures  of  the  ffallant  eajdain 
and  the  eharminr/  Onnalinda,  toi/ether  with 
the  storif  of  Ronald  Kent  and  ^'■(iUntinn  Star,'" 
are  in  the  province  of  Komanoe,  and  the  theme 
of  this  talc. 
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LIST  OF  TLLUSTKATIONS. 


In  nil;  r<>iii;sr:  Ai.oni:. 


l'"i'oiilis|iicc(' 


"Oil..  Ii.'iimI  III  car  to  iiiidi  aliinn 
ShoMfil  jcHflcl  \Mi,i  anil  niiiiiilnl  arm. 


IliiMinii  i;    lo  I'AiiT  I. 


"A  Iniilly  ca-llc,  Iiioail  ami  Iil>;li, 
Was  liiiiiic  111'  luT  nalivilv." 


I'il'r,.      1 


A    SlDDKN    iMlilSION.  -  -  .  . 

"'I'lirv  liallcil  liy  my  I'ovcrt  iirar  .... 
My  liuail  xriiu'il  (liriilililiij;  in  my  car." 

Tin;  TiMo:    To  Tin;   I!i:m>i;/.voi  s.     - 

"  Hy  licr  slilc  llic  cliicftain  dark, 
And  on  licr  rljilil,  |iiiiii,l  Kl.cn  Stark." 


;ii 


r.t 


Tin:  Ml  i{MN(i  .^iiip 


'A   wreck:    A   H  icik!  —  SiKircincii  aliiiy 
slic's  plim-iiij;  r„r  ilio  land  I" 


.M(»oM.i(;iii'   l\ii;ii\  li;w, 


"licr  while  anil  roiuid  a  mimnlit  lici 
(.lisiciicl  Willi  jeweled  lirllliaiii'v." 


Tin:  lMi'A.>iMoM;i>  lli;i!oi\i:. 


"  Kla-licd  her  lilaek  eye^  wiili  lire  nf  >c.irn, 
And  warriiiis  ijiiailcd  with  lnok  lurhirn." 


S2 


km; 


^.  i-*Mm* 


IIi:a1)1'ii:<i;  to  Paut  II, i'-^'^^  WJ 

"And  liy  llic  (•iiiiii)llro's  lllckerliig  Uglit." 


A   SlCNAL    AnilKVKMKNT, 


'Swift  BM  tlio  Hliliiiiiu'rliijf  Bwallow-nitrlit 
Sliu  iilcrcuU  tlio  waves  ulliwurl  llic  ulalil.' 


Tin:  IIkuoink's  Stuatacikm, 


118 


138 


"The  crav'ify  HU'i-p  tllmllt  with  glow 
Of  lui-ltl  ciiiiiiiUri;  from  below.'' 


.»;«.„,  mmim^€»-* 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 

Onnalinda,  the  Iroquois  princess  icho  both  fascinaUd  ami  tlis- 
conccrtcd  her  enemies. 

K^WANUTE,  father  of  Onnalimla  and  chieftain  of  the  Iroquois, 
whose  country  was  invaded  by  the  French  under  the 
Marquis  Denonrillc. 

Eben  Stark,  an  English  captain  who  had  joined  the  French,  tmt, 
captirated  l>y  the  charms  of  the  Princess,  abandoned  the 
Marquis, 

Ronald  Kent,  the  marksman  ofmarrellous  aim,  and  comrade  of 
Captain  Stark— in  lore  with  Vlintimj  Star. 

Glinting  Star,  damjhtcr  of  an  Ahjonquin  chief. 

OoNAK,  the  silent  —  the  Judas  of  the  red  race. 

Denonville's  Courier,  a  jumctilious  Frenchman. 

OssEOLo,  an  unhappy  lover  of  OnnaUhda. 

Donald,  a  facetious  Scot. 

Scene:  mainly  in  the  valley  of  the  Genesee  during  its  invasion  by 
the  French, 
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ONNALINDA 


Part  il 


Sln'  by  (Icscciit  fi..Tn  rnval  lineage  came 

Of  aiiciriit  kiiiKH  and  niu'i'iis,  that  Ijail  of  yore 

Their  Hcciitrus  sticti  h.il  fidiii  cast  to  wr.st.'iii  .slinri-. 

rAEIilU  ULliKNE,  Book  I. 


:  «»«<<»■■  raw* 


o:r:nalinda. 


Part  il 

I 

In  llic  Forest.     Alone. 

4  LONE  sho  stood,  ,1  maiden  sweot, 
-O..  "Within  the  woodUiiid's  dooixMiing  sliade; 

One  hoani  of  sun.s(>t  tlirougli  the  f,dade 
frliraniered  in  gold  about  ]i(>r  feet. 

Musing,  sh<>  lingered  in  covi'rt  there, 
Far  from  the  clamour  of  camp's  alarms; 
Above  her  a  beech  flung  out  his  anns 

As  if  to  shield  a  fonn  so  fair. 


OXXA  I.IXDA. 


Ncai'  lu'i'  a  lirook  in  jocund  ^nh'o 
Leapt  cliattcring  down  to  the  Ocuesoo. 


1 


M 


II 

A  winsoino  pi-l  of  iiativc  fi^raco 

And  inouldod  form  the  comoliost; 

Siuirco  t\vo-aiid-t\V('iity  Junes  liad  kiss'd 
Witli  breath  of  rose  her  eharniinj;  face— 

Brunett<',  Avitli  <'riin.son  tinged  and  bU'nt, 
As  if  'neath  Saxon  face  there  glowed 
The  warm  nuiroon  of  Indian  blood, 

And  stirred  a  doubt  of  her  descent — 
A  doubt  that  still  intenser  grew 
Witli  her  rich  garl)  of  Tyrian  hue. 
Her  ([ueenly  grace  and  soft  attire 
Bespoke  a  line  from  nolAe  sire. 

Around  her  bodice  trindy  laced 
Fell  glossy  falls  of  her  raven  hair, 
Half  veiling,  half  r(>vealing  there 

The  zone  that  clasped  her  lissome  Avaist. 


1 
1 


■f 


One  hand  to  ear,  to  catch  alarm, 
ShoAved  jewelled  wrist  and  i-ounded  arm. 


7A'    Tin:    FOIUIST. 

In  purplo  folds  licr  kirtk'  fell— 
The  riiiii.lin«i:  licni  just  kissed  licr  fwt, 
In  shooii  of  cliuiiiois  fitted  neat 

As  f,d<)ve  iind  palm  of  conrtlv  Itelle: 
Jiencatli  her  instep,  pvond  and  lii<,di, 
A  flower  would  bloom,  u  Wv  would  fly. 

Tlu>  charms  of  youth  and  l)eauty  met 
In  OxNALiNiu— sweet  l)runette! 


m 


III 


Jn  a  lonely  nook  why  linj^^ered  she? 

Tho'  on  the  j;i-()un(l   her  eyes  weiv  l)ent 
A  ,i,']an('t'  afar  she  frecpient  s(ait 

As  if  in  pleased  expectancy. 


Deep  in  her  dark  eyes'  lustrous  glance 
Glistened  the  star  of  bright  Konumce. 


She  listened.     .    .     , 

Silent  all  the  wood 
Save  plaintive  owl,  in  distant  glade. 
Whose  croon,  thro'  echoing  foivst,  jiiade 
.Afore  solemn  still  the  solitude. 


L 


OiVAM  l.lXliA. 


Then  to  horself  tlio  inaiden  spoke — 
Still  Kuzing  i^'iisivc  on  tlie  ground 
Ah  if  ptTplcxcd  with  thouglits  profound — 

And  niuniiurini?,  thus  the  silence;  broko: 


''Last  nij,'ht — what  did  he  mean  to  say? 

My  luind  in  his  he  trenudous  jn-est; 

I  lieard  a  throl)l)ing  within  his  breast : 
'Good-})ye,'  ho  faltered,  and  tui'ned  away, — 

But  in  his  voice  and  in  his  eye 

Was  something  more  than  that '  Good-bye.' 


"  The  wliite  moon  shone  on  his  earnest  face 
As  lie  held  my  liand,  and  silent  stood. 
Do  men  woo  tlius  in  a  dolesome  mood  ? 
Then  a  soleum  owl  may  woo  with  grace ! 
This  man — can  lie  lie  my  father's  foe 
And  lover  of  mine?    To-night  I'll  know 


I 


"  To-night  when  the  moon  shines  full  in  his  face 
I'll  there  read  clear  each  thought  of  his  heart; 
He  shall  not  know^,  as  I  stand  apart. 
How  keen  my  glance  each  lin(*  shall  trace. 
Ah,  well,  my  heart!  do  I  love  this  man- 
So  soon?    Perchance  I  do — or  can." 


■4, 

1 
% 


If 


/A'  TiiK  nun: ST.  5 

Slic  piuisod.    AhmiikI  slic  pizt'd,  and  then, 
Miisiiis;,  slic  s|M»k<'  to  herself  aj,'iiiii: 

"^V^u^t  if  my  eliieftiiin-siro  should  know- 
Should  know  I  i»iirley  with  foe  of  his! 
Well,  what  if  1  foil  his  enemies 
With  weapon  keeiiej-  than  blade  or  l»ow  ? 
Perchance  this  Saxon   loves  me  well.   .    , 
Sink  low,  O  sun  !_to-ni,i,dit  will  tell." 

Once  more  she  i»aused,  and  to  and  fro 
In  revery  moved,  reiteatin^  low: 
"  Perchance  this  Saxon  loves  me  well,  .   .   . 
Sink  low,  0  sun !— To-NumT  will  tell." 


The  sun  Itehind  the  <i:limmerin^  hill 
His  amber  lances  slow  withdi'ew. 
And  twili<j:ht  shadows  a  <,damonr  thi-ew 

Arcmnd  the  woodhinds  soft  and  still. 
A  crackliufj:  sound  beyond  the  <,dade 

Hoached  Onnalinda's  vij^nlant  ear; 

Then  startled  «»wl  thi-id  by  an<'ar, 
Flai»i>in^^  across  the  forest  shade. 
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o.VA.I  LI  S  li.\. 


(^iiickrr  licr  iH'iirt  heat  at  t'a<'li  soiiiid — 
Silcnct!  and  darkness  pitlit'i-iiii?  round. 


Sudd<'ii  she  tunicd,     A  rnstliiiK  tread 

She  heard  upproach  thro'  tlie  (hirkliiif?  wood 
Khislied  to  the  car,  ah'rt  she  st 1, 

'Twixt  hope  and  fear  dis(|uieted. 

Soon  tliro'  tlie  woodbind  tripping'  h^dit 
(-nine  footsteps  she  was  wont  to  hear; 
No  form  slie  saw,  l»nt  to  lier  ear 

Tliat  sound  was  jtalpalde  as  sij,'lit : 

If  wonuni  lu'ar,  wliat  need  to  see? 

Quo  step  she  knows  intuitively! 


":.f 
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A  manly  form  with  ca}*  of  hluo 
Approached.     His  epaulettcd  coat, 
Brijjht-lmt toned  trimly  to  his  throat. 

Of  rank  and  fame  was  symhol  true. 

But  more  his  eye  and  beai-iui;  told 
Than  any  sign  symbolic  could; 
(Escutcheons  mark  the  nol>le  ))lood, 

But  mien  and  port  the  nohlc-souled ;) 


TIIK   COLLOQIY. 

Needing'  no  l)a(l^'c  nor  jri|,i,.,|  i„a,'('— 
Cliiviilric  honour  in  his  t'aci'. 

O'ci-  loj;  nnd  linih  lie  supi.I(>  siM-in^s 
With  form  erect;  his  visiij^e  hri^Hit 
AV'ith  a/ure  eyes;  liis  heard  of  ni;,'ht 

Al.ov(.  his  lijis  like  raven  win^s. 
Heroic  cahnness  in  his  face 
Showed  valour  'ueath  u  gentle  gi-ace. 


VT 

TH  E    COLLOQUY, 

"Brief  1.0  our  words  to-night,"— ho  said, 
As  her  warm  hand  iji  his  ho  drew; 
His  woi-ds,  foirhodiug,  „',.,.  i,(.,.  tliivw 
Shadows  of  some  impending  dread  •_ 
"Hut  start  not,  Onnalinda  sweet! 
Though  swift  r  ,  (.me,  on  hurryhig  f(.,.t, 
Thnmgh  rustling  l.i-ake  uud  fcuvst  dun 
With  greetings  in  an  anxi(.us  tone,— 
No  harm  l.etidos  thee,  gentle  one. 
And  yet,  if  i-umour  tricks  me  not, 
Alei-t  with  sti-atagem  and  j.lot 


Tho  midiiiglit  liour  shall  be. 
My  wary  scout  from  yonder  hill 
Saw  hu.i'ied  wiguals  that  reveal 
Souu!  tumult  rife  that  bodes  of  ill — 

Home  pending  strategy : 
Thy  chief  tain-sire,  brave  Kawanute, 
And  warriors  of  moccas'ined  foot 
Are  gathering  swift  from  hunt  and  chase 
At  Kounded  Cove,  the  mustering  place." 

"Such  signals" — Omialinda  said — 
"May  oftentimes  foreshadow  ill. 
But  oft,  to  try  their  speed  and  skill, 

'Mong  warriors  false  alarms  are  spread. 
As  fawn  is  bred  to  fiee  from  harm 
When  stamps  the  doe  a  false  alarm — 

Thus  wary  is  the  wari-ior  lired. 

INIy  clan  the  Saxon's  art  would  meet 

With  weasel's  eye  and  fox's  feet! 

Percluince— alas!— there's  pei-il  near; 

Perchance  't  is  death  to  linger  here!" 

HE. 

No  fear  the  Saxon  wai-riors  know 
Of  lurking  spy  or  open  foe. 


5m 


.V^hrrft^lr; 


Till-:  coLL()(jr y.  q 

Ouo  four  ulonc  tlic  bi-jivcst  i'ov\ 
KeiMior  than  lanco  of  hritstliug  st(M>l: 
'Xcatli  one  briglit  glfincc  of  Beauty's  eye 
Tli<n-  (^uail  sulnnissivc — pine,  and  sigli ! 
Wliat  if  (k'cp  plots  arc  lurking  laid 
To  tangle  tlie  feet  in  ainbuseade  ? 
We  smile  at  such— at  snare  or  threat  — 
Jiut  (juail  'neath  glance  of  bi-ight  l)runette! 

Jiut  say,  when  from  the  camp  you  came 

Where  wi-re  the  warriors? 


nXNAI,I\I)A. 

Ilunthig  game 

in:. 

And  of  those  wari-ioi's,  is  there  none 
Watching  your  footsteps  ? 


One — wlio  is  Ik^  ? 


OXXAT.INDA. 

Thei'c  is  one. 
Hi:. 


(IXNAI.INDA. 


A   wari'ioi-,  bi'avo, 
But  silent  as  a  forest  grave. 


10 


ONXALINJJA. 


"And  therefore  to  be  feared?"— said  he. 

"I  know  not,"— crimsoning,  said  she, 
And  smiled  as  if  her  words  revealed 
But  inkling  of  the  thoughts  concealed. 


VII 

Silent  he  stood,  with  downcast  eyes* 
A  sudden  dou}>t  liis  heart  oppressed, 
Lik(»  one  who  sees,  low  in  the  west, 
Dark  clouds  that  threaten  the  sunny  skies. 
"I  know  not."— In  her  words  a  doubt— 
A  dim  surmise  and  mystery — 
Tliat  roused  the  pliantom  Jealousy, 
A  shadow  Love  is  never  witliout. 


And  as  sh(»  spoke,  a  glance  she  sent 
()bli(iue  across  the  forest  glade, 

And  turned  an  car  as  if  intent 
On  distant  sound  from  ambuscade. 

Heard  she  a  signal?— was  it  nu'ant 
For  friend,  or  foe— for  miui,  or  maid? 

No  heed  gave  he;  another  theme 

In  hcnrt  and  brain  now  i-cigncd  supi'em<'. 


TIIK   COLLOQUY, 

ToucJkhI  (Icop  vvitli  ii  mystorious  stw^ 
At  Oiumlindii's  words  of  doubt, 
He  sti-ovc  adroit  to  draw  lior  out  — 
JVi^'uiiif?  a  careless  quostioniiij,^: 
"Perchance  this  wari-ior's  silent  ton^me 
Tattled  and  prattl(>d  gay,  when  noioin  r^ 

<)N.VAI,r\I).\. 

Who  talks  the  least  J  call  liini  wise  — 
Words  an'  l,ut  dust  thrown  in  the  eyes. 

IIK. 

Then  far  the  wisest  you  would  call 
A  sphinx  who  will  not  talk  at  all, 
Or  talks  in  tropes  wpii vocal. 


11 


u  rr\ 


ONNALINDA. 

^o,  yes,  and  no.     I've  hoard  him  say: 
Th.'  wise  man  mingles  yea  and  nav— 
At  once  both  nods  and  shakes  his  head  "- 
«o  .  .  .  so  the  silent  warrior  said. 


HE. 


Such  wisdom  comes  with  veteran  age,- 
Is  lie  your  ti-ihal  seer  and  sage  t 


•(Il 


12 


ON X A  LINDA. 

ONNALINDA. 


Age  but  a  test  or  proof  supplies — 

The  fools  (jroiv  foolish;  the  wise  more  wise. 


VIII 

Al)Out  the  pretty  Imsh  lie  beat, 

But  stirred  no  quai'ry  in  his  quest; 
The  bird,  to  lure  the  hunter's  feet, 

Ranged,  fluttering,  round  her  hidden  nest. 
Ho  Onnalinda,  bright  and  shrewd, 
"Would  Eben's  anxious  (juest  elude: 
She  answers  wise-obsciu'e,  and  thus 
lie  gi'opes  in  phrase  ambiguous. 

He  feared  to  ask  her,  frank  and  fair. 
Of  him  wlio  stirrt'd  his  jealousy — 
Ashamed  to  ask:  "A  lover,  he?"— 
He  hunted  here,  he  angled  there. 
With  fishei-'s  hook  but  ill-concealed — 
The  point  was  through  the  bait  revealed! 

Undaunted  still  he  (piestioned  her 
With  ill-disguised  anxiety; 


THE   VOLLOQUy. 

And  still  as  archly  answered  she 

Whh  (lowery  trope  and  fallacy— 

The  shrewd,  the  charming  soi)hister! 


13 


HK. 

Young  Indian  wan-ioi-,  we  are  told, 
flakes  hasty  wooing,  brief  and  bold. 

(INNAI.INDA. 

NiTnl)l(>  his  pace  in  love  or  chase, 
And  both  his  eyes  are  in  his  face;* 
I  'ni  lold  a  pale-face  in  canoe 
Will  one  way  look,  another  go- 
Will  eastward  face,  and  westward  row! 

in;. 

r  .'^»"<'    .    .    .    yon  think  when  Saxons  woo 
They  feign  oix'  tiling,  and  another  do  1 


•INWI.INDA. 

Has  he  two  tongues  /     So  said  uiy  mother; 
He  woos  one  maid  an<l  wins  another- 

*"Mr.  Facins-botli-wnys,  Mr  Tw(,-To„f;M..s    .    .    .    was  but 
a  watmmin,  lookiiif?  oik-  way  ami  rowinjr  a.iotlicr.-- Bi-nyax. 


Ill 


14 


ONNALINDA. 


To  that  one  throws  a  mimic  kiss 
To  kindle  jealous  love  in  this; 
Flirtinji:  with  blonde  to  win  the  brown: 
Like  lire-brand  in  one  dwelling  tlu-owu 
To  burn  another  in  the  town! 


HE. 


Your  "motlie}-"  said  ?— How  could  she  know/ 

f)XN'AIJNDA. 

Not  forest-born  was  she — no,  no; 
Her  eve  was  blue,  her  brow  was  snow. 


* 
% 


w 


A  Saxon,  she? 


Then  like    . 


HK. 
ONIVAMNDA. 

Sweet  face,  so  fair! 

HK. 

like  thee? 

ONXALIXDA. 


As  well  compare 
A  murky  torch  to  her — a  star 
Shining  among  the  Blest  Afar. 


X 


THE   ('<)Lj,(,Qr  y, 
HE. 
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Then  a  lovely  woodland  nymph  was  .sl„v- 
Xot  forest  boj'H  ? 

•I.NNAI.INDA. 

From  <)'('!•  the  sea,— 
mere  blooming'  l,edo.e.,,>w-s  .arolh.d  swcvt, 
And  heather  blossomed  'neath  her  feet. 
At  (luiet  eve  she  oft  would  tell 
Of  scenes  enehantini--   and  would  dwll 
With  trembling'  lij,,  and  t(>nderly, 
On  home  beloved,  beyond  the  sea  ; 
Of  twilioht  poreh,  with  ivy  i,ent ;  ' 
Of  castle  wall  and  battlement; 
Of  careh  antiijue  and  tu?-?vt  hi.iih, 
And  gilded  spires  that  lane«>d  the  sky; 
Of  ten.Ier  lawn  in  bri-ht  dem.^sne 
Soft  as  the  velvet  shoon  of  .pu-eu  ; 
Of  gateway  whence  of  old  tJiere  went 
KnigJits  to  the  joust  and  tou.-na.nent. 
•^  .     .     You  wonder?    Sir,  T  pardon  v<.u- 
The  tale  /.v  strange. 


UK. 


T  'd  swear  't  is  ti-ue,— 


I 


IG 


OAA.I  L1M)A. 


A  niytli  for  truth  1  would  jidniif 

Wlu'U  lips  M)  sA\ec't  have  iittori'd  it ! 

Brifjflit  as  tlio  talc  of  chivalry! 
To-uight  I  '11  drcnni  of  all  things  fair: 
Of  looming  castles  in  tlu^  air, 

Of  lords  and  ladies  of  hi<;h  dcji,rcc, 
Of  stately  halls  and  jiildcd  rooms 
Sweet-scented  with  the  heather-bloonis,- 

A  charming  talc :  a  fantasy  ] 

ONNAIJNDA, 

Is  it  so  strange  a  woodland  girl 
Should  claim  a  grandsire  in  an  earl  ? 


HE. 


I  know  a  woodland  nynijih  so  sweet 
An  earl  would  meekly  kiss  her  feet ! 
Worthy  to  grace  a  royal  reign 
With  forty  eai'ls  to  bear  her  train ! 


i  i^ 


ONN.VIJNDA. 


A  Suxon  maid  ? 


II K. 


I  cainiot  say 
Whether  a  Saxon,  (Jaul,  or  (hiel; 
She  is  not  dark,  she  is  not  i)ale, 


Soft  twilij-lit— lu.itl,,.,-  night  nor  (lay- 
Tinned  witii  tlic  blu.sli  of  evening  sky, 
Vermeil  and  },(>ai-|  in  rivalry; 
As  if  'neuth  Saxon's  cheek  there  glowed 
The  wurm  maroon  of  Indian  ])Iood. 

[He  paused.     Slie  smiled  at  liis  devaee. 
Then  added  he  from  "  Pauadise  "  :] 
"H,.r  cheek's  soft  tin<-tm-e,  even  the  brain 
Shall  trace  so  fine  a  tint  in  vain." 

ONXAr,IXI)A. 

Truly,  a  lovely  gji-i  js  .^lu.  \ 

My  mother  oft  was  wont  to  tell 

Of  one  like  her  you  j)aint  so  well. 

Beloved  by  bard  of  Italy. 

-But  listen  .  .  .  Hark! -do  you  not  hear 

Sounds  of  alarm,  of  peril  near  ? 
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HK. 


I  heed  it  not,  (some  wandei-ing  breeze 

Wailing  its  soitow  to  the  trees,) 

I  hear,  I  see  but  mysteri(»s : 

Shuttled,  as  warp  with  woof,  T  see 

Simj)licity  with  complexitv' 
3 


I:    I 


IH  ()X.\  A  I.IXJ)A. 

Your  life's  cnij^ina,  or  1  err, 
Needs  1111  expert  interpreter. 
These  solitudes  have  ne'er  Itet'oi'o 
Listt'UL'd  to  iiuHliiuvul  lore. 

ONNALINDA. 

You  err.    Sweet  was  its  echoing 
With  songs  my  niotlier  used  to  sing. 
She  sang  Tonpiatct's  tender  lay 

Of  liiin  who  at  the  stake  had  died 

To  eliallenge  Death,  and  win  his  bride — 
The  matchless  maid  Sofroiiia. 

She  told  m«^  tales  of  ({reeee  and  R<»ine; 
She  sung  of  Cloth  and  Norman  king; 
But  most  slie  loved  —  ah!  loved  to  sing 

Sweet  (raelie  songs  of  highland  home! 
And  in  that  castle,  high  and  broad, 
One  little  room,  a  })right  abode, — 
Books,  music,  pictures  —  i-adiant  room!  — 
Sweet  with  the  scent  of  heatlu'r-bloom. 


IX 

Deeper  and  (hu'ker  liis  suspense, 
Shrouded  in  mist  and  'dotibt  intense 


1!) 


As  veil  thnt  falls  iM-  Hcimty's  oyos 

^^  Hn«l,t(..,s  tln-ir  ,.|,un„s,  tho'  half  ..oucoal..,!, 

Tin.  wvh  .sho  wove  of  words  and  si^dis 

Vhimmnl  liin,  with  tlmu^dits  but  half  rovoalcd. 
A  iiiystt'i-y  hid  in  jiiystcrios: 

Why  i-oani(Ml  this  i.yniph  in  solitial,., 
Hid  in  the  ^r|o„,n  „f  ,K,thl(>ss  w„od  / 
Liko  jewel  in  uiifathonied  s(«as! 

Still  <laniitl.'ss  he,  and  ardent  y(.t 

To  traeo  this  mystic  aiiehoivt. 

As  the  youn^^  wren  oft  lifts  its  wini--— 

To  fly  from  nest  oft  thi-eatenin«—  " 

Vexed  with  restraint,  and  bruvino'  fate. 

At  last  it  darts  i)reeii)itate ; 

So  he,  impatient  of  ivsti-aint. 

Of  thwarted  scheme  and  hope  deferi-ed. 

Restive  and  bolder,  like  the  bird 

He  darted  forth  precipitant 

With  winged  words;  tlioir  force  direct 

Her  shield  of  wit  could  not  deflect: 


Whence  came  yonr  mother- when  and  why  ! 
You  speak  of  liome  beyond  the  sea 
And  hedge-rows—all  is  mystery. 

Forgive  me  if  I  urge  reply." 


'I 


•JO  O.V.V.I  A/.V/M. 

Then  (Mmiiliii»la  nnswcrcd  slircwd : 
"  Wliiit  if  't  is  tnic  II  woodlimd  .u'irl 

Sliall  cljiiiM  II  j^nuidsiiT  in  jiii  curl 
Of  ]H'(>ud  iimiiorial  liabitiidc  / 
Annitvial  si«;iis  will  not  ;j;ainsay  — 

Of  titlo  tli(^  tincrriii;;  v:iii<l<'; 

And  imw  your  MJircwdiicss  shall  decide 
His  I'Miik  l»y  his  insignia, — 
'T  is  thus:    rp(»n  his  coi-ouct 
The  leaves  ahorc  the  ]»earls  are  set." 


fii 


■  <<: 


X 

A     SIGNAL. 

Awhile  deep  inusiii;;,  iiiut(>  stood  he — 
Like  hatlled  ji,'eiieral  in  asi-ault 
When  t'ortress-nioat  compels  u  halt 
To  compass  the  emei'j;'ency  — 
When  —  hark!  —  up(»n  his  watchful  ear 
A  sound  from  far.    Not  loud  halloo, 
But  sueh  as  wary  huntei's  blow 
'Twixt  tlnunbs — a  whistle  low,  but  clear; 
A  sound  the  wanderer  to  direct, 
Or  sijnial  to  b(>  circiunspect — 
A  vijj;ilant  tone,  as  if  't  were  Itlown 
Subdued,  for  watchful  ear  alone. 


•  I    >7'.'.V.I/„ 
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Ami  hark!   n^'jiiii  — that  soiiimI  ivii<'\v<'<|, 
i^oiidrr,  iiimI  <'..li(,iiiir  llin.'  (li,.  wood. 


XI 


Dciir  oii(«!    I  .r(»." I 


,  — iH'  aiixioiiH  .said. — 


Oil   wiiiys   how   llcrt   I 


IflS   CVCllillir    (I,., I J 


OlK'O    MIOIV    I    „sk    thill     ]>\i>i\u;r    so    d 


<'(ir 


To. 


IIIOITOW  «'V»'   to   lin'ct   iiic   hen 


If  stars  he  l.ri-;ht  — if  woods  ).<.  sti 
If  sifTiiaJs  no  jiliinii  rcvenl  — 


If  noiijrlit  doth  \vjik«'  tlio  J.-al 
To-morrow  iTiLdit 


n"'> 


Jt'aloiis  eye, 
was  her  I'cply, 


IIci-  liaiid  ui»oii  his  litMri  h,.  pressed 


II 


'•'iKhM'ly,  sayiii-':  "()  sweet  ^'ood-iiij,dit !' 
<'y  parted.     Dim  the  stars'  j.ale  IJulit. 


Th 


is  lieart  heat  with  a  sti 


aii^-e  uiii'est. 


Mm 


imiriii;;':  "Can  siK-h  bUss  I 


)e  lliliie 


Or  is  slie  liidd 


»'!!   ill  (hirk  desi.ni 


As  throuf^di  th,>  darkliiijj:  w I  he  went, 

Tlie  phantom  Doubt  daiK-ed  in  his  way 
With  twit  and  taunt  it  seemed  t 

"With  a  gobUn's  im)ekii 


o  sav 


ig  merriment; 


III 


22  OXXALIXDA. 

"If  stars  he  ]m<i\\i:\     If  woods  he  still! 
It;  if  slic  won't— it;  if  slio  will! 

See  bats  at  noon,  and  linnets  at  dark, 
Tlien  trust  a  Keaiity,  ()  E]h>u  Stark!" 

Aud  \'isions  rose  before  him  then 
111  dark  ravine  and  gruesome  lair; 

Fantastic  voices  from  the  gleu 
Shrilled  ominous : 

"  Beware  !  Beware !  — 

To-morroAV  night  a  shadow  dark 

Shall  cross  tht  glade,  O  Ebeu  Stark!" 


XII 

Through  shadowy  paths  of  Avoodland  dim 
Eegi-etful  El)eu  went  his  way; 
As  jt)cund  elves  in  prank  and  jday, 

S<;  frolicked  Love  and  Doubt  with  him! 


But  thrice  ere  this  had  Ebeii  met 
Sweet  Onnaliuda  at  the  tryst, — 
Did  love  thriv<>  slow  f     He  had  l)ut 

The  rosy  points  of  lier  fingers  yet. 


.1    SilGXAL. 


0'> 


I 


Daiv  ]i(.  not  look  up  h 


p  from  licr  fiuf,n'r-tips 
To  til.,  opuk.nt  <.urv(3  of  her  crimson  lips: 

Thrice  met;  and  lovelier  than  before 
Sparkled  her  eyes  of  ^disteninj,^  dew: 
Thrice  met;  and  more  enchantinj?  gvQw 

A  form  Apelles  might  adore. 

And  Eben's  heart  l)eat  wild  and  fast, 
ThriU.Ml  with  the  touch  of  Ikt  fin-er-tips 
That  tingled  still  on  his  quivering  lij.s 

As  thro'  the  crackling  wood  he  passed. 
And  vexed  was  he  at  a  signal  sent 
Thwarting  his  passional.,  heart's  attent. 


(Thrice  had  they  m.-t-the  Mils,-   hatli  told- 

But  how  they  met  at  lirst  l)y  chaiic.., 
^  A  i»relu<h.  strange  to  Love's  "romance,' 
The  scMiucl  titter  will  unfold 

III  Avords  of  hcrs—tVom  lips  that  giv.' 

A  witchery  to  her  lunrativ.-; 

And  wh(>nc..  came  Eben,  why,  and  when, 

Will  serve  the  tale  and  lOben  then.) 


124 


()^^ALJ^JJA. 


There  Ouualiiulti  linji;('rt'(l  yet 
Within  tlie  .starlit  nook  alone; 
Ah!  yieldinjjj  heart — and  "will  it  own 
One  tender  siji,h  for  the  man  she  met? 
.  .  "()  jK'acet'ul  nijj;ht ! — so  calm," — she  said — 
"  Why  is  my  heart  dis(iuieted  ? 
()  happy  bird  with  folded  Avinjj;, 

Would  that  thy  peaee  wore  mine!" — sliesij;:hed. 
In  (ina\'erin«jj  tones  she,  falterinj;',  trie<l 
This  tender  woodland  song  to  sing: 

t)XXALINnA'S    SOX(J. 

Why  art  thou  eahu,  O  peaceful  niglit! 

Willie  in  my  heart  a  wild  unrest  ? 
And  thou,  ()  star!  why  beam  so  bri;jrht, 
While  dark  my  heart  with  doubt  oppri'st  .' 
O  star  of  iiiurht ! 
I  turn  to  tlieo  ; 
O  ealm,  ealm  night, 
Bring  calm  to  nie ! 


O  balmy  bree/.e !  with  breatli  of  spring 
Breathe  thy  soft  murmurs  in  my  ear; 
And  thou,  sweet  bird !  awake  and  sing 
That  song  a  maiden  loves  to  hear. 
Sweet  bird  !  O  sing 
My  heart  to  rest, 
Then  fold  thy  wing 
In  hai)i)y  nest! 


A    HIGNAL. 


2;-) 


As  one  would  sing  whose  tliouglit  and  tongue 
Held  themes  diverse,  she,  musing,  sung.  "" 
Then  from  the  nook  she  slow  withdrew. 
Along  the  river  her  pathway  led. 

"Flow  on,  O  river,  in  peace,"— she  said— 
"Would  that  my  path  were  peaceful  too: 
Across  my  way  is  drawn  a  })ai-,— 
Who  is  this  man  who  comes  from  far  ? " 


XIII 
AVherefore  did  Onnalinda  sigli  ? 

Was  it  o'er  Ebcn's  "  sweet  good-night "  ? 

Was  it  for  dusky  forest-wight  — 
Perchance  that  silent  w^arrior  ?— why  ? 

Perchance  for  both  .'—(„•  ncithei-!- vexed 
Like  travelh'r  where  his  road  divides, 
In  wavering  doubt  till  he  ,1,'cides,— 

Was  Onnalinda  thus  perplexed  ? 

^Feek  ])ut  adroit— ah  !  avIio  ean  tell 
Beauty's  intent  inscrutal>le ! 


I' 
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ON  N  A  UN  DA. 


XIV 


A    LURKING    FORM. 

She  neared  lier  Iioiik;  tliro'  windiiii?  Avays. 

Fur  into  niglit  tlie  liours  ]md  fled. 

Tli(?  cauip-fli-cs  smouldeml  murky  red, 
Save  one  tliat  darted  tongues  ablaze— 

Tinjjeing  tlie  gk-n  with  balefxd  light, 

And  reddening  far  the  shades  of  night. 

With  fagots  fresh  what  sleepless  one 

Had  roused  to  flame  that  quiekened  fire' 
Was  one  awake  with  jealous  ire— 

With  keen  susjiicion  restive  grown  f 

Was  there  a  lurking  foi-ni  that  stood 
Baek  in  the  (hu-kness  of  the  wood? 

Slumbered  h,.r  sire.     Xo  thought  he  gave 
Mistrustful  of  th(>  absent  on(>: 
He  knew  h.-r  wont  to  waii<l(.r  alone 

And  linger  besi(h'  her  mothei''s  grave; 
lu  sylvan  glade  a  mound  of  gi-ocn 
'Xeath  hallowed  moonlight  slept  serene. 


A   LURKING  FOliM. 

Ot'Uni  b(Mi('atli  tlic  starry  sky 
Her  gentle  footsteps  tliitlu'r  led, 
AjkI  softly  over  the  sainted  dead 

Her  dirge  would  blend  with  breeze's  sigh. 

Nay— 't  was  not  he— her  slumbering  sire,— 
Another's  hand  that  fjigot  lit 
As  sign  and  symbol  that  like  it 

Flamed  jealous  love  with  deathless  tire ! 

Suspicion  steals  from  harassed  l)ed. 
And  tiptoe  glides  with  stealthy  tread. 

But  Onnalinda,  light  and  tleet, 

Skipt  noiseless,  bird-likf^  to  her  nest, 
Folded  her  winged  thoughts  to  rest 

With  saintlier  prayer  from  lips  so  sweet. 

Her  drooping  lashes  fell  and  rose 

Like  leaf  when  breatlu's  soft  evening's  balm: 

They  fall;  they  rise;  now  drooping  calm, 
Softly  upon  her  eheek  repose. 

Leave  her  to  dream. 

Afar  we  speed 

To  yondiM-  wood  across  the  mead. 
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XV 

A     COURIER. 

^'Ifdl/uor'  a  v()i((>  from  jungle  cried. 
"Halloo!-'  (iiiiek  EImmi  Stai-k  replied. 

(We    fo,,     .,     ;..;-,  ,i's   .supp].'   f<.et 

Alert  hi.-  s(  u  ,;,  ,    ,  all  to  iiteet.) 

It  .'.ounds  it.rrMii  tliiv   i.-r-s^  darV, 
The  sentry's  ,u,i  — ,rr..       ,     .-,  i)diied, 
And  lo\ver  yet  a.s  tnro'  the  wood 

Nearer  it  eaiue  to  Ebon  Stark. 

"  Halloo  ?"_ 

"Halloo!"  eame  tlie  reply. 

EBK\. 

Well,  Ronald,  what  's  the  stii-    and  wl 


i.v 


KOXAT.I). 


A  courier  from  the  Freiielmian 


canie 


KBKN". 


A  seout  from  DenouviHe? 


l!()\AI,l> 


Th 


c  same. 


A    COUIilEJi, 


He's  at  our  camp  — lie  waits  f 


or  you. 
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KBKN', 


CcMifouiul  liis  dastard  "pai-loz  vous"! 

I'm  doiK^  with  war.    I'm  dou,,  with  raid. 

I'm  doiH'  with  siieakiiij,^  ambuscade— 
I'm  now  for — 

HOXAT.n. 

Pretty  Indian  maid? 

KREX. 

AVhislit !  Ronald,— you  're  a  canny  8cot, 
But  H-i,/ds  man  ^>f'W  that  irhisHe  not ! 


Ronald,  a  Scot-youn-   lith(>,  and  hrave. 
With  honour's  face  and  ea>,de's  eye; 
Ready  at  quip's  hilarity, 

But  timely  resolute,  and  grave. 


Of  cultur(>d  1 


His  L 


)rain,  yet  often  he 


ore  Avould  clotlie  in  1 


Hiding  tl 


mnioui-  brnsdU" 


Scor 


nin 


yz  the  gram  within  the  husk— 
g  a  show  of  i)edantry. 
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Ho  and  tlio  captain,  with  a  score 
Of  knights  as  cliivah-ous  as  tlioy, 
Had  listless  joined  the  base  foray — 

Ignobl(>  deed  they  now  deplore. 
Ignoble  ? — Diabolic,  base: 
(Slaying  for  what?    A  tinge  of  face  I 

At  morn  they  view  a  blooming  vale 
Smiling  before  the  hordes  of  France; 
At  eve  a  scoAviing,  dark  expanse — 

A  blackened  land  of  woe  and  wail: 

War's  whirlwind,  red  with  sword  and  fire. 
Had  left  but  ashes  in  its  path, — 
Hamlets  and  homes  in  fiery  scf.th 

Swept  flaming  into  ruin  dire. 

(A  power  more  potent  still  than  these 
Drew  them  aloof  from  wreck  and  raid: 
On  Eben's  heart  a  wild  crusade 

Was  waged  by  Love's  perplexities !  — 
Ah!  Love  and  Doubt — in  mingled  feud, 
Like  chafing  boughs  in  stormy  wood.) 


Forth  went  the  twain.    Thro'  forest  dark 
Camp  ward  they  groped  their  tangled  way; 


A    CO  U  HI  EM. 

In  wise  debate,  or  jesting  gay, 
Went  Eonald  Kent  and  Captain  Stark. 

Tlio'  Eonald  oft  would  ehaflf  and  jest, 
A  look  demure  would  oft  suggest 
A  thorn  within  his  manly  breast: 
His  tenderness  it  was  liis  wont 
To  hide  with  sayings  l)old  or  blunt; 
Tho'  sad  of  heart,  yet  often  he 
Disguised  his  grief  in  repartee. 

(Tins  thorn  that  Ronald  would  conceal 
The  tale  shall  by  and  by  reveal.) 

KBKN, 

What  message  from  the  French? 
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RONALD. 

To  tramp, 
So  I  suspect.    But  at  the  cainp 
You  '11  read  it  soon.    H<a  could  but  speak 
A  Gascon  gibberish,  or  Greek. 
I  winked  at  Donald  and  at  Aleck 
To  try  him  wi'  a  spurt  o'  Gaelic. 


m 


lij! 
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O^NALISDA. 


''Vail  (iacfir  (if /(fd f^ *^Doim\d  sai.l, 
But  puzzled  Frouohmau  sliook  his  head. 


EBEN. 

(hiU'w,  not  (xiuAio,  is  Ids  tnlk  — 
A  dim],  not  Gael,  his  i)areut  stock. 
What  is  he  liko  / 

RONALD. 

A  Frenchman,  sooth! 
With  two  le^rs  only,  and  a  mouth  — 

The  man  for  an  emerf^-ency ! 

Swift  runner  and  a  talker  ]u\ 


EBEN-. 

Jesting  aside,—  his  urgency 

Betokens  ill  for  you  and  me. 

But  soon  base  Denonville  shall  know 

I  was  his  fi'iend  — I  am  his  foe. 

He  comes  with  servile  hordes  at  hire 

To  scathe  with  sword,  and  blast  with  fire 

This  blooming  vale  of  the  Genesee, 

Lovely  as  dell  in  Arcady! 

*  Bhail  gaidhelig  agad, 
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He  conu's  with  (lascous  i)rou(l  mid  Imso 
To  whelm  u  kiiij,ditli('r,  iiolilci-  rue.. 
Of  liiK*  antiijuc,  of  hijjfh  dosctrnt  — 
Tlu)  Roman  of  tlu^  Occident. 
They  call  him  "savaf,'c,"— let  them  tell 
Who  crucified  Immanuel. 

i(()\Ai,n. 

And  "treacherous,"  too?    Is 't  their  belief 

That  Judas  was  an  Indian  chief .' 

We  speak  of  "treachery"?     Who  l.ej;ot 

The  traitor-chief,  Iscai'iot  ? 

And  he  who  first  a  bi-other  slew  — 

Was  Cahi,  like  Judas,  Indian  too  ? 

Soon  shall  we  hear  —  of  all  thinjis  human  !  — 

The  serpent  was  an  Indian  woman, 

And  all  the  woes  of  earth  came  in 

Slipsliod  on  beaded  moccasin  ! 


XVI 

They  neared  an  opening'  in  tlie  wood: 
Above  the  trees  the  moon  arose; 
A  bri.s^ht  retreat  in  soft  repos(>, 

Xever  profaned  with  raid  or  feud. 
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Tlicy  halt:    To  Ebt'u  s('«'nit'<l  so  hrij^lit 
The  ^lintiiij;'  nook  with  (h'wy  ^lim ; 
For  all  things  jan'c  and  sweet,  to  him 

Wore  eiubleniH  now  of  all  (lelij,'ht ! 

And  moon,  or  star,  or  ^iistenin;^  dew, 
(>!•  bn'uth  of  .June,  or  sonj,'  of  hii-d, 

(Of  Onnalinda  <'ml»lenis  true!) 

With  raptui'e  all  his  pulses  stiired. 

" Love-liaunted  nook!" — hroke  Khen  thus — 

"  Th(^  dreamy  j^rot  of  Tityrus! 
There  's  but  one  nook  on  earth  like  this — 
Bright  as  the  eyi^  of  Jioveliness!" 

And  Konald,  smiling,  shrewdly  guessed 
Where  lay  that  covei't  bright  and  bh'st; 
And  humoring  Ebon's  s<'ntiment, 
Thus  arehly  s2»oke  as  forth  they  went: 

"('aptain!  a  lovelier  nook  1  know: 
One  day  we  ehased  a  woariod  doe, 
And  thro'  that  nook  with  ja<le(l  b(mnd 
It  went,  jmrsued  by  eager  hound.* 

*  Tliis  iiiciilont,  wliicli  Icil  to  tlic  lirot  meotiiigof  Ommliiidii 
ami  C'upttiin  Stark,  is  dwi'lt  iijioii,  in  tlie  sequel,  by  the  lioruiiio 
horsrlf. 


.■^imsmii:^^:„ 
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\% 


'They  halted  by  my  covert  near; 

'My  heart  seemed  throbbing  in  my  ear." 


ONNALiNDA,   PAGE    in. 
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A   COURIER. 

'T  was  by  tlie  rivor,  and  the  doe 
Into  it  leaped  from  howling  foe." 

EBEN. 

All!  Ronald  Kent  — there  first  I  found 
What  makes  my  stormy  pulses  bound! 
From  bower  secluded  forth  there  came 
Wlio  touched  my  torpid  life  with  flame! 
Bright  as  a  star  o'er  night  serene 
Smiled  Onnalinda  —  woodland  queen ! 

Eh  ?  Captain  !  you  '11  })e  poet  soon ! 

EBEX. 

She  '11  make  a  laureate  of  a  loon ! 
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KONALH. 

Then  I  '11  be  laureate,  and  play 
Your  woodland  (jueen  sweet  roundelay: 
With  poet's  pibroch  sing  that  she  is 
Brighter  and  sweeter  than  Chryseis ;  • 

•  "  A  maid,  \iiinintchcd  in  manners  as  in  faoo, 
Skiird  iu  each  art,  and  erown'd  with  ovory  grace." 

—  Iliad,  Boole  I. 
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With  odes  that  drown  the  Gascon  drum 
I  'U  strike  Olympic  Pindar  dumb, 
Somiding  your  epitiialamium ! 
Sonnets  I  '11  scribbl(>,  spondees  whine, 
And  stride?  a  butt  of  Malmsey  wine  — 
From  loon  to  laureate!     Oh,  the  bliss 
Of  such  a  metamorphosis !  — 
.  .  .  But  see!  a  lijjfht  —  the  camp  is  near. 

EBEK. 

Cease,  then,  your  jest  —  no  triflinji;  here. 

The  crafty  Frenchman  we  must  meet 

With  ci'aft  as  sulitle  and  discreet, — 

Whate'er  his  scheuK*  or  message,  we 

]\[ust  compass  it  with  strategy, 

And  sliow  this  scout  from  1)  'Uonville 

Th:it  tliere 's  a  wheel  within  a  wheel! 

.  .  .  ITaste,  Ronald,  haste  before,  and  say 

The  captain  comes  —  is  on  his  way; 

Feign  breathless  haste,  with  nostril  spread, 

As  if  't  was  all  for  France  you  sped  — 

Deceit  is  never  a  sin  in  war  — 

Treat  courier  as  ambassadcn*. 

Go !  ft'ign  submissive  fealty. 

And,  hark !  send  Donald  out  to  me. 


>SHO\V  HIM  THE  Ll.NES! 
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XVII 

SHOW    HIM    THE    LIN  ES! 

Forth  Ronald  Imrried  to  the  tent; 

Rushed  in  as  if  from  jadod  bout; 

Madt'  liis  devoir;  sent  Donald  out; 
Then  told  of  risks  he  underwent: 
"The  Avoods  are  rife  with  skulking  foes  — 
Dark  forms  with  tomahawks  and  bows ; 
Their  arrows  whizzed,  and  hatchets  spun 
As  swift  as  I  the  gauntlet  run ! 
Thro'  forest  wild  with  whoop  and  howl 
Gaunt  wolf  and  dusky  savage  prowl ; 
Ambush  and  snare  lurk  in  the  way,— 
But  <luty  calls,  and  T  obey. 
I  count  it  all  a  bright  romance 
And  all  for  glory :  '  la  belle '  France  !  " 

This  couriei-  seemed  a  man  of  note, 
But  polished  to  a  vain  excess  ; 
An  ex(iuisite  in  form  and  dress. 

And  sleek  in  manners  as  his  coat — 
Trim  coat !  it  seemed  in  foi-ni  and  lit 
Not  made  for  him  but  he  for  it, 


;58  oy.\'ALiyj)A. 

As  it'  iVoiii  first  Ik^  ,ii:r<'\v  within 

Like  pulp  ill  n  itanaiia  skin  ! 

He  bowed  witli  sncli  consuiiimate  jjjrace, 

'T  was  art  profound!     By  sIoav  degrees 

'T  was  peif(>('ted  tlirougli  centuries 

Of  bowing  l»y  his  polislied  race. 

With  jewelled  IuukI,  and  dainty  wrist, 

His  sleek  niustaclK'  he'd  twirl  and  twist: 

So  exquisite  Ids  gay  cravat, 

His  envious  chin  was  wroth  with  that, 

And  rosi>  in  air  with  liigh  regard 

And  i>ride  of  the  cainelopard ! 

Thus  lordly  he  —  of  lofty  port  — 

As  envoy  from  barl)aric  court. 


"Ho  —  bien!"  (>xchumed  the  Fr<'nchman.   He 
Through  fog  of  Ronald's  words  could  see 

"Glory"  and  "France."    The  rest  was  dim  — 
Just  vague  enougli  to  hany  liiin ; 
Tho'  leal  and  true  he  deemcMl  these  men, 
He  feared  his  pathway  home  again ! 
For  Ronald's  feint  of  terror  showed 
Perils  al>road  the  night  forebode, — 
As  spectres  in  the  twilight  dim 
Seem  swelling  huge,  and  ghostly  grim. 


SHOW  HIM   THE   LIXj,s! 


;}}) 


So,  words  tlie  Frenchman  knew  not  well 

Swelled  i)liauto7n-!ike  niore  terrible! 

Tlu)'  vexed  with  words  of  shadowy  sens(> 

He  fei«?ned  a  cool  indifferenci* ; 

But  thi-oui-h  his  <;uise  they  well  could  see 

The  courier's  vexed  anxi<'ty. 

He  feigned  a  yawn  with  elhows  spi-ead 

And  fingers  dovetailed  o'er  his  head, 

Tlien  twirled  mustache  into  a  cue. 

Then  on  his  sword-hilt  thrummed  tattoo; 

He  turned,  he  glanced,  he  glowered,  he  — 

Hark ! 
In  Donald  comes  with  Captain  Stark. 


"Le  capitaine?"  inciuired  the  (laul 
With  smile  and  coui-tesv  finical. 


But  Eben  knew  his  part  to  play, 
And  posed  with  grace  as  recherche; 
To  meet  the  coui-ier  as  a  kuight 
Was  both  politic  and  {.oliti- ; 
So  El)en  to  this  sou  of  France 
Bowed  with  the  courtliest  complaisancts 
For  Fiben's  manly  form  and  face 
Were  equalled  only  by  his  grace. 
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Th.'  courior,  l<.„kinj?  Un^U  .„,a  ^,,,^,,, 
His  niossagc  now  to  Ebon  gave. 

Calm  Eb(M.'.s  look  di.l  not  betray 
Tlu'  wTath  within. 

Tho  order  read — 
(Blotted  and  dashed  and  boldly  spread): 


U  '/' 


To  Captain  S'tark: 

Make  no  delaif— 
Quick  Join  the  ranks.-  nifh  horse  and  foot 
For, card  we  march  on  Kawanute. 

lic^ste!    Vke  le  JloU-Done  with  Ms  seal 
Halt  at  i/oi(r  peril ! 

Denonville.'" 

His  l)lood  leapt  reddening,  to  resent 
Command  so  eurt  and  insolent; 
But,  prudent,  Ebeu  held  in  ehe'ek 
A  wrath  that  tinged  both  face  and  neck, 
And  quick  he  seized  his  rc-ady  quill  — 
Wielding  a  pen  or  sword  with  skill— 
Suppressed  his  ire  within  his  throat. 
And  bold,  with  heavy  hand  he  wrote 


I 


.snow  HIM   TllK   1.1  SKs: 

Like  flounshed  sci-ipt  of  skater's  heel, 
And  tVurlcss : 

"  '/>>  Minis.  Beuonr'iJh'  .- 
VoKf  f/irrafs  arr  hut  as  hhtsfrri)/,/  in,ui. 

I  irar  ho  more  with  Kawtwiiti: 
\Vr  join  iioiir  t-niiks  ir/irn  ivr'rr  ho  hi  hid 

To  see  a  Fri-urhnian^  or  to  shoot. 
Sharp-shooters  iir—aU  mni  of  mark— 
Von  m  Jiiid  lis  so. 

Yours, 

Eben  Stark."^ 
He  folded,  scaled,  delivered  it, 

With  well-feigned  luiste  and  vigilance, 
As  if  the  glory  and  pomp  of  France 
Were  all  within  that  message  writ ! 
And  feigning  look  of  anxious  care 
For  safety  of  the  m(>ssenger. 
He  bade  the  Frenchman  thus  heware: 
^'Los(;  not  the  trail  thro'  forest  wide; 
Wild  are  the  woods -the  way  is  dim— 
Beset  with  skulking  savage  grim." 
The  courier  trembling,  terrified. 

At  Eben  stared,  and  begged  of  him 
What  Eben  gladly  gave— a  guide. 
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iVo   llost   (''.T   f^Tillltcd   the    l)('h«,8t 

Of  titled  fjjiK.st  ill  silk  and  luce, 
With  blander  smile  und  (iourtlier  j^'nice 
Tliiui  EImmi  jjjrunted  tliis  re.iuest ! 
Tiiniin^'  to  Scot  in  hi^dilund  pliiid, 
In  guise  of  deep  concern  he  said: 
"do,  Donald,  for  his  vvny  is  dark  — 
'T  will  need  your  canny  vigilance 
To  guide  th(!  way  for  'hi  hell,.'  France- 
Slmr  hhu  fhr  //-//rv,"— said  ('aptain  Stark. 
And  Dojiald,  shrugging,  feigii,>d  a  scowl 
As  if  he  heard  the  forest  howl. 


XV  in 

THE     COURIER'S     FLIGHT. 

With  courier  forth  was  Donald  sent. 

The  one  of  (lascon  never  heai-d; 

The  other  of  G-aelic  not  a  word; 
And  thi-o'  the  foi-est-wild  they  w(>nt. 
Thro'  Jungk's  (hu-k  and  wolfish  den 

The  sturdy  Donald  onward  h'd. 

As  if  from  ]>ogles  grim  he  si)ed 
And  ghouls  from  shade  Oimmerian. 


THE  ('(uniHirs  i'i,i 


<i  II  T. 


Th..y  stro.1,.  thro'  busl.rs  a.id  nm/y  l.rakc 
As  though  two  Hvcs  wuro  now  at  stak."! 


The  panting  courici-  tVlt  astray. 
^  H<"  grasped  th<.  Hcotclii.um's  phud  bcfiind. 
*'Voiia!"  he  cru'd;  and,  pointing,  sign.'d 
That  n-arwai'd  was  his  homeward  way. 
"Whoop!"  Donald  y,.l|,>,l,  and  motion  made, 
Around  his  li,.ad  lik<'  sealping-knife, 
As  if  the  woods  in  rear  were  I'ife 
With  whoop  and  tomahawk  and  hla(h',— 
Ami  "Whoop!"  eame  answers  wild  and  fast; 
Theii-  rear  was  rife  with  shi-iek  and  yell—' 
(But  Donald  knew  the  voic(>s  well!) 
The  quaking  Frenehman  paled  aghast ! 
On  eomes  the  foe  with  trampling  crash  — 
Dim  forms  are  seen  thr<y  lightning's  tiash. 


Forward  the  twain  thro'  Jungles  went 
(Like  swift  (Jy]l(>nius  thi-o'  the  ghuh's 
Hustling  the  suitors  to  the  shades), 

As  if  from  horrors  imminent. 

Behind,  the  courier  panting-pale 

HtUl  clutched  the  tartan  of  the  Gael  I 
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On,  on  thoy  Hpcd;  thro'  dens  tlicy  fl<Ml 
And  fjn'iK'sonic  ImuntH  with  j,'Iui'injr  oyos; 
And  Donald  crinj^vd  to  hidf  his  .si/*-, 

And  jj:low(Mrd  us  if  at  ]h)^U>h  (b-cad. 

Lif^htninm'  iwcalcd  liis  <,dmstly  face* 

Turned  on  the  Fronohnian  in  j-riinaco. 

Thon  on  tliro'  Imsli  and  hra?n})ly  hrako, 
In  phantom  ^Icn  and  dai-k  ravin<* 
►Startling,'  the  wolf  and  wolverine, 

The  screeehinf"-  owl  and  hissinj,'  snake. 

"Is  it  a  ni<,ditniare  ^vun  and  f,dmst?"  — 
The  courier  thou«-lit.— "Am  I  an  elf? 
Or  is  it  I  .  .  .  am  I  myself?"  .  .  , 

And  o'ei-  his  face  one  hand  he  passi^tl 
Wliih^  tli(>  othei-  held  i„  lovinj,'  ^rripo 
His  one  true  fri((Mtl  — the  tartan  sti'ipe ! 

.  .  .  Tho'  darkling  horrors  g'loomed  before 
He  dreaded  most  the  foe  l»ehind: 
Witli  wlioop  and  screec^hin^^  limbs,  the  wind 

Now  joined  the  dia})olic  roar ! 

The  gale  it  blew,  and  to  and  fro 
The  forest  bowed  before  the  blast; 
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Tho  cloven  piuo  flow  hotuUoiijf  past 
And  thnndcrin^?  shook  the  .'jirtli  »)..|ovv. 

TluiM  wurrcd  tl artli  and  clcnicnts 

As  thro'  the  frlooin  they  scnmcd  thoncc. 


lint  lo!  keen  Doiuild's  pccriiif,'  sij,dit 
Cun^^dit  Kliinps(*  ut'tir  of  fhiniln^^  ton-li, 

(Ho  kenned  it  was  no  friendly  Hf,dit!), 
And  darted  with  a  sn(hlen  Inrdi 

Into  the  thicket's  j,do(>in  of  nij^dit. 
Kniiih'red  from  conrier,  foi-th  lu*  sped, 
Leaving  behind  a  tartan  slirod. 

Stai-th>(l,  nstonnded,  and  a^dnist, 
Chitcliing  a  sln-ed  of  iM^Idand  plaid, 
The  conrier  glowered  in  dnsky  glude, 

And  "hola!  h„!"  cried  wild  and  fast; 

And,  reckless,  (hished  in  fivnzicd  finne 
Into  the  tangled  chaparral. 
With  ontciy  sln-ieking  tragical 

For  gui(h*  who  vanished  in  tln^  gloom. 

Show  him  fhc  lines  :^ 

That  torch  showed  clear 
The  lines  the  cajttain  meant  were  near! 
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Homeward  went  Donald  light  and  gay  — 
Sliovu  of  the  courier's  tugging  weiglit, — 
Bounding  o'er  log  and  l)ush  elate, 

Nor  dens  nor  Imgles  in  liis  way! 

He  left  tiie  courier  gro])ing  on 

Thro'  tangled  mazes  dark  and  dense— 
In  forest's  vast  circumference 

Thridding  the  jungles  wild— alon(>! 
"  Show  him  the  lines ! "  was  the  order  sent. 

AVhat  lines?    Not  French,  't  was  evident,— 

But  Donald  knew  what  Eben  meant. 


[ 


And  Donahl  now  to  camp  again 

Came  blithesome  as  from  higldand  reel, 
And  singing  loud,  'W/a  till  mi  fuillc!^ 

A  (laelic  strain  with  wild  refrain: 
"Cha  till  mi  tui'il* — cha  till  mi  tuille!" 
Sang  Donald  ;  and  a  merry  score 
Joined  chorus  :  "  we  return  no  more  ! " 

Fitthig  reply  to  Denonville. 

They  gather  round  in  jocund  group. 
No  Avi-angling  rout  of  sack  and  port; 
But  sparkling  rose  the  hubbling  sport 

As  Donald  gave  his  mimic  "whoon!" 
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At  boglos  feigned  he  glared  askaiiee, 

And  cringed  agliast  in  grisly  awe; 

Then  whooped  again,  and  .slirieked  "  hola  !  "— 
Then  joined  the  laugh  at  "la  belle"  France. 

A  wild  strathspey— a  highland  reel— 

He  led  the  scout  of  Denonville! 

XIX 

PEACE' 

What  though  without  the  blast  may  howl, 
There's  peace  within  — the  pip(>s  are  lit! 
0  wand  of  Peace,  of  :\Iirtii,  „f  AVlt!  — 

What  magi'  in  that  little  bowl! 
>Jow  Ronald  sung  ecstatic  lay— 
A  pauui  for  the  Pip,>  of  day; 
The  grouj.  betimes  their  lips  they  ^npe, 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  The  [*ipe: 

1 

O  Pipebeiiipru!     Sweet  cMlm  is  tliiiio  — 
.Soothinu;  the  nmrniurs  of  a  world. 

Tui.s  l)owl  in  ail-  whirls  cark  and  ,.aro. 
(Uoudward  in  w.vallis  of  h-iiiivnw,-  whirled! 

Couo. 

With  purple,  wrc-atiie 

This  l)row  of  mine 

In  Ira-rraiiee  hreathe, 

<  >  Pipe  l)enii,'u  ! 
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'Neath  azure  bays  wo  .sinj;  tliy  praise, 
0  Pip(>,  with  Peace  cerulean  crowned! 

The  carl  and  king  united  .sing, 
And  rule  this  realm  of  Blue  Profound! 

C'OKO. 

Witli  piiri)le,  wreatlie 

This  l)row  of  mine  — 
In  fragrance  breatiie, 

0  Pii)e  benign ! 


The  storm  is  past.     The  winds  are  low. 
Tliat  Peace  of  Song  Benign  doth  brood 
Above  the  murmurs  of  the  wood 

LuUing  the  sough  of  crooning  bough. 


XX 

EBEN'S     PERPLEXITY. 

Now  in  tlie  camp  tliey  siidv  to  rest 
And  soon  tlieir  weary  eyehds  dose; 
Have  one  ...  in  vain  lie  seeks  repose, 

Perplexed  with  doubts  that  harry  his  breast. 
No  spectres  grim  before  him  li^,., 
But  a  fancied  form  in  Beautv's  guise. 


; 
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The  moonlight  gUnnnering  on  tlio  tent 
Made  fi-ette<l  lucshes  througli  tlie  trees— 
Flittmg  and  flirting  with  tlie  breeze 

In  a  fantastic;  tournament; 

And  Eben  watclied  the  shadowy  dance: 

"  The  hght  and  sliade  are  Love  and  Doubt  — 
They  shift  and  slmffle  in  giddy  bout,— 

0  phantom  Love  —  them  spirit  of  Chance ! " 
Comphiined  ho  tluis  in  harassed  mood, 
Of  Lov(!  and  Love's  vicissitude, 

"*If  stars  be  l)riglit  — if  woods  be  still  — 

1  will,'  she  said  .  .  .  'if!'— if,  she  will. 
O  fickle  if!- but  half  a  In-eath, 

Yet  't  is  of  Love  the  shibboleth!" 
So  Eben  nmsed.     Sagacious  he, 
But  young  in  Love's  i»hilosophy; 
For  in  the  creed  of  Love  't  is  shown 
That  Doubt  and  Jealousy  are  one. 


By  Eben's  side  wise  Ronald  lay 
In  dreamless  sleep  oblivious, 
Till  suchleii,  as  from  inculais, 

A  thrust  awoke  him. 

"  Konald !  say, 
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What  do  you  know  of  pearls  and  leaves?" 

As  miser  wakes,  beset  wit),  thieves, 
Startled  he  'woke  in  blank  amaze- 
Staring  with  a  bewildered  gaze. 

(DeemiTig  his  Avords  not  understood, 
Eben,  with  ,'lbow  thrust,  renewed:)' 

"  Ronald !  what  means  the  coronet 
When  pearls  above  the  leaves  are  setT' 

Ronald  now  deeming  P:ben's  brain 
Clouded  with  dreams  and  fancies  vain, 
Answered  as  one  who  by  degrees 
Would  break  a  dreamer's  fantasies: 

"  The  answei-,  (^a])tain,  I  could  tell, 
If  <inestion  were  more  tangible; 
If  weighty  as  your  elbow  tln'ust 
'T  would  ernsh  a  boulder  into  dust!" 

EHEN. 

Come!  learned  Ronald,  for  you  kncv, 
(rive  answer— jcllity  foi-eg„. 
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ItOXALD. 

Well— S(M'ious:  with  a  mystic  j^moss 
I  '11  answer  like  the  Pythoiioss : 
You  wundoivd  ill  your  <lrea]ny  trance 
Thro'  (lazzliii^^  halls  of  ^ay  romance; 
With  pomp  and  pageant,  wit  and  wine, 
Feasted  with  lords  and  ladies  fiiu- 
In  dreams  you  sate  on  fancy's  throne 
Claiming  an  earldom  as  j'our  own  — 
And  donned  the  coronet  of  carl* 
Emblazoned  In-ight  with  leaf  and  i.carl. 

KHEX. 

'T  was  not  a  trance. 

KOXAI.l). 

Perhaps  romance  l 

KB  EN. 

No  lord,  no  knight  — 
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Nor  ladies  l)ri<«ht  ? 
Nor  ducal  halls  Avith  Beauty  di^ht  t 

*  All  earVs  eoro.u.t  is  >?,in,i.h,.,l  with  |„.,„.ls  ,il,„v,.  .str,uvl...vrv 
U-av..s;  tlMit  of  a  ,nMn,uis,  with  pearls  betwocn  the  Iciivs;  that 
of  a  viscount,  with  pearls  ouly. 
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KBEN. 

No  castlo,  (hike,  nor  coronet— 

KON'AM). 

No  moonlit  nook— nor  soft  regret? 
No  love  ?  oh,  no !  nor  .sweet  brunette ! 

KHKX. 

All!  Ronald,  ifoii  have  dreamt  of  lier— 
Or  are  you  seer  and  sorcerer  f 

KOX.UJ). 

As  l)ird  that  flies  to  heaven's  dome 
Aojain  returns  to  tli'  eyrie  Home, 
So  we  that  fly  o'(M'  hill  and  y^Vm 
To  th'  eyrie,  Love,  i-eturn  aj,min.  .  .  . 
Like  dazzlino-  glance  from  wing- of  dove 
Is  bright  Koniance  to  Life  and  Love! 


^ 


KBflN'. 


Ecstatic  Ronald!  now  I  know 
A  barb  hath  pierced  your  bosom,  too,— 
"Who  is  she?"— MS  of  old  't  was  suid 
IVlien  mischief  thro'  the  kingdom  sped. 
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Fliiio'  by  ivstniiiit,  and  hniiish  tVai-, 

WhutoVr  til,'  tf.I(>,  'f  is  sacred  lunv. 

Did  I  not  thus  a  ti-iist  impart 

Tliou^di  suc'ivd  scaled  within  my  lieart  ? 

Du\  T  not  t<'ll  of  hov  who  came 

And  toucliod  7ny  stoic  lu^art  witli  flamo?— 

Bright  OxxALivDA  — sweetest  nam<"!  — 

Kind  Heav(^ji !  keep  watch  and  ward  above  lier, 

And  waft  her  dreams  of  love— 


RONALD. 


KBEN'. 


— and  Jorcr  ! 


Xow,  while  the  eamp  is  deaf  and  dumb,- 
Heedle.ss  of  song  „r  story,— come ! 
Konald,  the  tale  ! 


RONALD. 


A?(mld  tliat  to  me 
Were  given  a  tale  of  chivalry ! 
But  .sim-e  (best  friend!)  you\.sk,  I'll  u^ve 
iMy  life  in  bi'i(>fest  narrativ<', 
And  only  here  and  there  selt>ct 
The  mile-stones  of  the  retrospect. 


II 
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Tlic  cpuclis  ill  our  lives  jirc  three; 
And  liere  Ave  i-rope  in  rifts  between 
TIk'  is  .  ,  .the  WAS  .  .  .  tlie   MKiHT  HAVE  1!EK\. 

From  .iilejiniin^'  liills  of  youth  we  see 
Tlie  «;'ionous   hinds  of   [s  to    Me. 
In  twili<;iit's  vale  of  Is  we  j.ause 
To  mourn  tlie  ffidin<i'  li^ht  of  Was. 
Tlieu  midiii,n'lit  ,ul«><>ins  the  earth  and  sky,— 
"Alas!  it  Mi<i'ht   Have  Been"— we  si.yh. 

You  see  me  <ray ;  you  hear  me  jest, 
And  join  the  lau<ih  with  sturdy  /est. 
" //r/yy//// .'"'     Iljive  you   so  soon   for<^()t 
"The  winds  may  blow  tliat  whistle  not!" 

Captain  !  I  feel  that  when  we  stray 

From  Heaven's  i)ath,  and  <iroj)(.  om-  wav  — 

When  yloom  an<l  fear  make  us  repent 

The  li.n'ht  of  :\Firtli  is  to  us  sent. 
Tli(>  o'odless  caitiff  uevei'  lau.nlis 
Save  when  the  l)lataiit  howl  he  (piafts. 
.  .  .  But,  tu  mv  tale:  — 
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"By  her  side  the  chieftain  dark 
And  on  her  right,  proud  Eben  Stark." 

onnalinda,  paoe  188. 
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"My  story  iM-icf: 
'T  i.s  y.'urs  since'  iiii  AlyoiKiuiii  clih.f 
With  luilf  his  trihc  of  wamoi-s  ivd, 
In  war's  (h-cud  tr!ii)i)iiii..s  hiihitrd, 
K'ushcd  oil  „iir  lumilct.    Child  was  I 
Of  scan-c  ten  years,  and  yet  tin-  i-vy  — 
Th<'  war-whoop  wild,  and  wail  of  j-Hcf 
Hn.u-lit  hy  that  r.-d  AI-on(inin  chiH- 
Soun.l  in  the  car  of  memory. 
Never  can  I  for<-'et  the  look 
My  mother  <;av<'  me  when  he  took 
My  hand  from  hers  .'  —  that  a-ony 

That  hIanclKMl  her  dear  sweet  face  to  snow! 
Her  outstretched  arms'  l,es,.ecliin-  plea, 
Her  livid  lips,_t'orK<'t  ?  ah,  no. 


"On  steeds  so  tleef,  f,way!  away 
They  Iniiried  us  in  wild  j.rray: 
Ovor  the  hills  and  forest  (hiles 
They  hurried  us  on  wineiin.^'  trails. 
•  .  .  Once  from  a  hill   I  turned  my  eyes 
And  saw  the  whirling  smoke  arise  — 
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Loved  hamlet !  .  .  .  Yet  one  gleaiu  of  hope — 

1  .saw  iipoii  the  distant  slope 

One  little  cottagf  of  the  j^ronp ; 

It  stood  apart  —  untouched  by  Haiue. 

I  eaujiht  my  mother's  eye ;  there  came 

Over  hei"  i)ale  dear  face?  a  snule, 

As  if  "t  is  ours!'  to  say  to  me, 
To  cheer  me,  tlio'  lier  heart  the  while 

Was  I'reakinn'  in  its  ayoiiy. 
.  .  .  'rii.ii^  was  the  last,  last  beam  of  joy 
From  those  sa<l  eyes  on  me  —  her  lioy." 

(Ilei'e  lionald  i)aused  and  turned  away — 

lu  manly  tears  he  silent  lay. 

And  Ebcn,  lirave  but  tender  bred, 

Ijaid  j:;eutle  jtalm  on   Ronald's  head. 

...  A  sob  .  .  .  and  Eonald  I'ose,  and  went. 

Followed    by  Eben,  out  the  tent. 

There  sat   the  comrades,  eye-bedewed, — 

()  bv'ivc  and  loviny'  brothei'hood ! 

.  .  .  And  Ronald  now  his  +ale  renewed:) 

"  Onwai'd   we  sjied  o'ei-  liill   anil  dale, 
Thnmjih  bush  and  bog  and  foi'cst  trail, 
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All   Iiidiiiii's  anil  around  mv  fluiiy', 

And  to  that  dusky  arm  I  duno'. 

My  mother  huii.y,  like  dvoopiufr  ],..,t; 

On  til.-  j.roud  arm  „f  Ind,;.;i  .-liicf. 

It  was  a   hlcsf   )„it  sad  ivli.-f 

To   me,    her  little   l.oy,   to   see 

He  held   |„.r  ,i>-eiitly,  t.'iid.'rly. 

—  As  on   w,.  s]M.d  thro'  wood  and  ylad,", 

Sudden  from  (,ut  an  aml.useudo 

A  hostile  trihe  upon   ns  hurst 

With   tiendish   whoop  and  yell  accurst! 

("nnfusion  .hvad!     (,)uick  as  a  tho,u;ht" 

We  whirled  like  l.aves  in  temp,.st  ,,,uoht. 
V  .miy  saw-once  ulan-iny  round- 
My  motiier  sinkin-  to  th..  ground. 
Strai,i,htat  the  Al^-ommin  chi.f  th.Mv  sped 
A  mi-htier  chi,.t,  of  look  renownci,- 
My  mother  sank.     The  Al^.m-juin  fled. 
Akjuu  my  niotlK'r  a   <-aptive  I,.,!  ! 

''lucked  from  the  .iiround  at  his  palfrey's  f,.ct, 
^  And  li,-ld  on  a   mi-hti,.,-  arm  a-aiii, 

Swift  was  she  horn.-  on   palfr.-y,   (!,.,.,' 

Astl...  lH-lma.fsst.-ed,,f  ih„wil,|  Ckraine 
O'.T  the  .listant    hill  a-ainst   th,-  ski.-s 
^^l"' v^niishe.!  in  mis,   of  my  st.vamin:,  .-v.-s 
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But  ah !  even  yet  one  little  ray 

Of  cliildisli  hope  —  so  slight,  hut  swoot- 

That  somehow,  somewhere,  in  some  way, 
The  mothei-  and  hei'  hoy  wouhl  nH»el: 

That  niiglity  chiefs  chivah'ie  gi-aee 

Jiespoke  a  hei'o  of  his  raee. 


"August  ot  mien,  heroic  mould, 

Like  Argive  chief  on   Ilium's  plains; 
Ilis  lenient  eye  so  gently  hold. 
His  hearing  proud  and  stately,  told 

Of  gentle  hlood  that  coursed  his  veins. 
Methought  his  look  a  heart    revealed  — 
Sweet  ho[ie  !   he  would  the  captive  shield. 

^'(Miwai'd!  and  onwai'd  still   we  pressed. 

The  gloom  of  night  caiue  dai'kly  down. 
Then  in  a   valley  to  the  west 

^Ve  struck  theii'  camp  —  an  IndiiUi  town. 
The  people  —  lads  and  maids — came  out 

'I'o  gi'eet    theil'   little    pale-fa"e  guest  ; 
They  knew  not  how  their  nieriy  shout 

Saidv  dohiul  in  my  little  hreast. 
'<)  motiiei'!  mother!'  —  thus  cried  I  — 
What  conlil   [  <lo  hut  stand  and  crv  t 
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"That  loiiu'  (|;,i-k  iiiu'lit  1  s()]>l)iiiu.  ].,y 
('alliii,n'  !•())•  I,  ■!■  — so  far  away! 

Tiviiil)Ii I !.<.•,   I  ,(.1,1„'(1  in  l(.\v  lament, 

I^viii-;'  within  the  Al.u'oiKiuin's  tent. 

But  one,  ()ii(.  solace  to  my  <iTiel', 

The  little  (lano'Jiter  u\'  the  diief 

N<'..me(l  tou,-]i,.,l  with  pity,  for  I  knew 

AVheii   f  was  cryin.i;-  she  cried  too! 

•  •  .  Thus  the  Ion-'  iiioht  ,lra,i;o'(Ml  slowly  l.y  — 

O  iii.y'ht  of  wailino'  miseiy  ! 

When  morning-  shone  — 

(Hut  Mliy  jn-olono- 

This  tal.'  of  wretchedness  and  wront-- .') 

'''''•'  <1='ys,  an.l  oh!  the  ni^.ts,  dra-yvd  l,y. 

^  The  weeks-the  months- a  .-aptive  still! 
HpriuM-  <'aine,  l.nt  neith.-r  snnny  sky 
Noi'  son-  of  |,i,,i  awok<.  one  thrill. 
One  morn  the  .-hief,  in  ^ayer  mood, 
Bade  them  two  ],oni,,s  hHn--.  an.l  he, 
\Vifli  merry   In.lian  -iH  and  me, 

Went  ridin-  thron-l,   the  echoin.i;-  w |. 

Thus  she  and  \  touvtl,,.,-  rode, 
He  leading-  throiiy^h  the  solitu<Ie. 
Al'ar  we  ran-vd  on  w.HMlland  trail 
Tiu'o'  snnny  u-hid.'  and  scented  dale. 
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The  cliict'  lie  laiiylKMl  wcll-jtlcascd  to  sec 

Tliat  oft  1  joiiK'O  witli  gayoty 

The  gludsoinc  little  maiden's  glee! 

And  on  we  rode  till  from  a  height, 

Behold!   tliei'e  loomed  npon  our  sight 

A  liUk^  cottage  far  away, 

Br'ght-gleaming  in  the  sunny  day. 

As  u  fond  father  joyful  grc(  ts 

His  long-lost  wanderer  at  his  door, 

Then  shi'inks  aitpallcd  —  his  son  he  meets 
Whose  hrain,  so  bi-ight  in  days  of  yore, 
Is  Avi'apt  in  darkness  evermore, — 

Thus  sudden  beamed  that  cottage  bright  .  . 

As  sudden  wi'ajtt  in  pall  of  night, — 

Th(>  LKiUT  of  Home  —  ah!  wher(»  was  she/ 

O  dark  and  drearv  vacancy! 


''The  little  maiden  wondered  why 
So  sudth'U  unite  and  sad  was  T; 
How  could  she  know  the  tears  that  fell 
Told  saddei-  tale  than  lips  could  tell! 


"No  life,  no  sound  —  and  all  ai'ound 
A  hamlet's  ashes  strewed  the  ground. 
We  entered ;  and  so  strange  the  soutid 
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I  turned,  uiul  .stood  without  tlu'  door— 

I  durst  not  tread  that  silent  tloor! 

.  .  .  Some  dusty  books  they  brought  nie  out 

That  on  the  floor  wei'e  strewji  about 

Books  tliat  I  'd  lay  on  motlier's  knee 
And  read  to  her,  and  she  to  me. 

"Again  we  mounted,  and  away 

Homeward  Ave  rod(>— I  called  it  home!— 
We  reached  it  as  th(>  weary  day 

Sank  in  the  twilight's  deepening  gloom. 
And  the  long  days  drew  slowly  by 

The  days  to  seasons;    these  to  years! 
And  then  with  i-isii)g  dignity 

Came  maidiood's  heart  ^its  hopes  and  fears. 

"(.  .  .  Captain!   you  smile,—)  yes,  as  f  grew 
She  grew- a  charming  maiden  too. 
From  little  <lusky  Indian  Imd 
Blossomed   a   sweet  rose  of  tile   Wood  — 
.Morn's  dewy  rose  of  womanhood! 

"A  chieftain's  daughter  — ])voud  was  she 
To  all  the  tribe,  but  smiled  on  nic! 
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"1  taught  her  all  our  books  could  teach  — 
Bright  pupil  she!  —  she  learned  so  well 
She  knew  ihe  swe(^test  part  of  speech 
And  read  my  heart  ere  she  could  spell ! 


"And  as  she  gnnv  in  years  and  lore 
I  taught  her  what  the  sages  writ ; 
She  learned  all  that  and  something  more, 

Then  she  taught  me  what  they  omit ! 
And  nuieh  that  never  was  told  m  print 
Shone  from  her  dark  eye's  tender  glint ! 


"  But  uow  a  threatening  cloud  arose, 
That,  ever-widening,  darkei'  grew 
And  'tween  us  and  the  sunny  1)lue 
Of  happy  skies  would  interi)ose; 
Upon  us  daikly  frowned  askant 
The  eve  >  ''   rlnvv  vigihtnt : 


"A  warrior,  hrave  and  lithe  aiid  young, 
Keserved  and  sly  —  his  words  Imt  brief; 
Ills  belt   with  niiiiiy  a  trit])hy  Innig 
Won  him  the  favour  of  the  ciiief. 
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"As  wise  bosi(>i.v,.  fi,.^t  wcnild  seize 

The  bastioiied  heights  abovcA  the  town, 
Then  tiu-ii  from  these  his  bfitteries 

And  send  Jiis  ir,,i)  suninions  down; 
«o  he  first  won  the  eldet,  mid  tlius  ' 
From  hanglity  heights  looked  down  on  us. 

"One  morn  she  tivmblin-  eanie  to  jne; 
Ilcr  pallid  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet; 
I  mid  our  fate!  — 't  was  misery  ... 

^  (hn-  loves-our  lives  !_with' woes  beset. 
She  sobbing  wailed: 

'It  eannot  b(^  ... 
<)  would  that  we  had  n.-ver  met." 

"«he  told  m,>  th(.n,  in  hurrie.l  breath, 

<-)t'  midnight  plot  that  warrior  i.lanned- 
Ile  spoke  of  smires,  but  hint.Hl  death  !- 
Her  sir<^  too,  heeding  his  demand. 

"To  stay  was  death.     To  part  was -what  ^ 
For  one  't  was  lil^>_f„,  ,„,j^  .^  ^^.^^^  ^^.^^^^ , 
T"  tears  the,  ai.l  of  n..av,M,   we  sought- 

Its  purpose,  ah,  eould  we  but  know! 
But  jiart  wo  must  . 
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That  day  went  by. 


In  cvcniiiji's  gloom  agtiin  wo  luet 
In  wonted  covert  silently, 
While  agony  our  .souls  lieset. 

"()  clinging  anguish  of  that  love 

That  ends  for  aye  in  one  last  kiss!  ... 
In  prayer  she  ga/.ed  to  Heaven  al)ov«> 
And,  trembling  like  a  woun(U'd  dove, 

'  Adieu!' — she  wailed . . .  then  gave  me  this." 

(And  Ronald  from  his  bosom  drew 
A  little  disk  that  argent  shone. 
He  sat  in  silence.     II<'  alone 

Its  hidden  spring  and  meaning  knew. 

A  tear  to  Eben  cl(>ar  revealed 

'T  was  shrine  in  sacred  silence  sealed. 

—  With  vulgar  quest  we  will  not  }»ry 

Into  its  sacred  privacy. 

.  . .  Then  Ronald,  i-ising  as  he  spoke, 

With  hurried  woi'ds  the  silence  broke:) 

"  But,  raptaui,  see  !  the  moon  is  high, 

'T  is  drawing  late  .  . ,  'il///  lifr  .since  thcnP 
I  've  s    'U  tv.'c  hemispheres  of  men  ! 
I've  seen  the  blue  Italian  sky; 
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r  ve  .sailed  tlic  murky  ludiau  seas, 
And  roamed  the  far  untijiodes ; 
Anid  Scotia  have  I  lingered  in  _ 
K'iil)t  with  the  "glories  of  Killin  ! 
I  've  seen  the  li'ay  <'a<-huea  whirls 
Of  fairy-foot.', I  ;iii,ii  ^jrls; 
And  i<)se-li|»f  nymj.h  of  (JuU.stan 
Jn  slumher  iei;n-iuMl  on  soft  divan; 
But  all,  ay,  all  from  memory  fade 
Save  her  — that  dear  Algmniiuin  maid! 

Only  in  silence  of  the  ni<;ht 

In  dreams  our  meetin^>\s  we  renew. 
Then  fades  lier  vision  tVom  my  sioht, 

r  only  hear  her  last  'Adieu!' 
.  .  .  So,  Oai^tain!  all  is  vanity— 

My  lif<.  's  a  shot  athwart  the  dark  !— 
And,  save  a  sad-sweet  na^mory, 
I  'vt"  just  one  friend  .  .  .  you-  Rhen  Stark  ! » 


He  ceased. 

Into  the  slumbering  tent 
Eben  and  Ronald  silent  went. 
Ronald  to  sink  in  slund).M-  .hrp, 
Ehen  to  di-eam  in  fitful  sleep. 
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IIow  fares  tho  mosscn^or  of  Franco ! 
Bewildered,  t(»i"ii,  and  sore  beset — 
Tliriddiiifi'  tlie  maze  of  junkies  yet — 

He  j;T()})es  tliio'  foi'cst's  dark  expanse. 

No  toreli  that  eaniiy  Donald  kenned 

Showed  to  the  Frenchnuin  foe  or  friend  I 

And  Onnalixda? — slunilterin<?  yet 
Tho'  ])ortents  dark  the  ni^ht  lieset. 
But  Avake  lier  not  tho'  omens  rise 
To  threat  with  f;looni  love's  azure  skies; 
Startle  her  not! — that  presap'  dun 
!May  ilee  before  the  morninj;'  sun. 

O'er  misty  vale  and  pui'ple  hei<;iit 
Dark  are  the  broodinj?  wings  of  night. 


XXIII 

CLOUDS. 

"If  stars  be  biight  —  if  woods  be  still," 
Repeated  El)en  as  lie  'woke. 


corrrta/:!  ^ 

With  pivsugo  vjigiK'  across  tlic  liill; 

AikI  in  tlic  west  „  niciifi l„rk 

Of"  Hoiuls  that  «I()(,i,i.m1  IIm.  ,.jui(,|,y: 
"lJ<'|»art,  ()  o.],„„„!  fn.ni  rarth  aii.|"sky 
AV..  nuM-t  t..-Mioht  !  "-sai.l  Ebci  Stai'k." 

Tpros..  that  ..loml  „,  ,iark  a.i.l  dank, 
And  as  it  rose  his  ardour  .sunk. 


XXTV 

COURAGE  ! 

TlK'  day  d,-,nv  oii-tho  siinl.^ss  day— 
And  slowly  v<.rovd  to  its  d^vlinc; 
But  low  in  the  west  an  a/.uiv  lini^ 

'Twixt  cloud  and  earth  stretched  far  away. 

And  Ebon  gazed  with  watchful  ey(.  • 
Bchohl!  l>nghtTTo],e,,eoro<l  thro' the  cliff 
And  wider  g,-ew  the  azuiv  rift, 

And  bi-ighter  Eben's  ecstasy! 
Auspicious  promise!  still  it  yivw 
A  widening  rift  of  g„l<l  and  "blue. 
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Then  siKldcn  sunset  hursfiiij?  forth, 
Blazed  jiU  the  hill-tops  of  the   West, 
And,  ji^laneinj?,  touched  «'aeh  niouiitaiu  crest, 

And  sniih'd  across  the  happy  earth, 
Till  Twilight  came  in  mystic  hue 
And  over  tho  oarth  her  mantle  threw. 

Tv.night!  and  all  the  woods  are  still. 

The  blinking  stars  <'ame,  one  by  one. 

Ehen  thro'  woodlands  went  ah)n<', 
As  once,  with  finger-tips  a-thrill ! 

And  onward,  onwaid  to  th<>  tryst! 

Lighter  his  feet  with  heart  elate. 

The  stars  are  l»right — the  winds  abate — 
The  skies  of  Hope  are  amethyst ! 


While  to  the  nook  he  wends  his  way 

We  stan<l  in  shadow  of  the  tent, 
And  list  to  what  his  comi-ades  say 

Of  him  who  thi-o'  the  darkness  went; 
For  now  't  is  much  their  wont  to  prate 
Oi  I^ben's  rambles  htng  and  late! 
Wo  may  o'erheai-,  'tween  song  and  jest, 
Fi'om  comrades  gay  who  know  him  best, 
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Of  deed  or  tale  that  tells  the  man 
Jietter  thau  paiu'gyrit'  cau. 

Listen!  his  eoiurades  in  tli<»  camp 
Now  jest  of  walks  in  forest  (Uuk. 

They  know  not  love  is  a  lirij^liter  himp 
Than  moon  oi-  stai-  to  Ehen  Stark! 

None  know  but  Koiuihl  Kent,  and  ho 

K»'e]ts  to  liin  self  the  mystery. 

And  thus  of  El)en  they  joke  and  prate  — 
Quo  said:  "He's  timid."  One:  "He's  daft"; 

And  one  (a  Scot):  "He's  coy  and  hlate"; 
And  oiM':   "  lie  's  love-sick!" 

And  they  lauf,dicd, 

Till  Konald,  vexed  with  Jest  and  joke, 

Turned  shari»ly  <"'  theni,  and  he  si>oke: 


"Fools!    for  ye  know  not   what  ye  say. 
One  j^lance  uf  his  in  l.altle-fray 
AVill   keener  pieive  l»y  simple  threats 
Than  all  your  swords  and  hayonets! 

'Tiniiiir'  say  tender.     Had  ye  known 
What  I  have  seen,  when  he  ah»ne 
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(Of  all  a  shrieking  multitude) 
'Twixt  lun«»e<'Uee  and  Horror  stood  — 
Confronting  calm  a  howling  foe  — 
Varlets!   ye  had  not  jested  so."" 

(And  lionald's  comrades  saw  that  he 
Was  vexed  with  their  hilarity.) 


"Pardon," — they  said  —  "but  he's  away, 
And  now  (th'  old  saw)  'the  kittens  play.' 
Tell  us  the  tale.     We  love  to  hear 
The  very  name  we  hold  so  dear. 
There  's  not  a  num  in  all  our  hand 
But  would  'twixt  Death  and  Ehen  stand  ! 
Tell  us  the  taU'." 

And  Honald  Kent 
Stroked  his  dark  lieard  and  howed  assent 
With  lirow  austere,  as  if  he  brought 
Tidings  with  solemn  import  fraught. 

We  )»eer  thro'  o])eiiilig  in   the  tent  — 
See !   sparkling  eyes  of  merriment 
As  if  t)n  merry  mischief  bent ! — 
Some  festive  (|uip  his  conu'iides  ]»lan 
As  lion.ald  now  his  tale  began: 
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T  wus  off  tho  coast  of—" 


llo!  hold!  liohl!"- 


Oii  him  th«'v  broke  — 


Tliat  tulo  's  too  old. 


A  iuindrcd  l»allads  all  bt'^iii, 

T  was  off  tlio  coast,' — they're  old 


I  j'r 


as  sill 


?» 


And  straifjhtway  all  l»e<^aii  to  roar 
Stale  l)allads  both  <tf  sea  and  shore, 
Drawliiij?  and  (|uaverinj;  "ands"  and  ''ens" 
To  niinilc  then-  ;ri"t'at-<;randinotl"''rs. 


A  dozen  ballads  bawled  at  oi 


ice, 


And  ceasinj,'  but  us  breath  would  fail ! 
Then  Ronald,  frowninu:,  made  response: 
Comrades!  now  hear  me  for  the  nonce  — 

^  oar  jests  are  j^ross.    (Jive  me  youi-  ears 

Vour  (|uips,  i»erchance,  will  end  in  tears. 

I  tell  no  ballad  coai-se  anil  st.ile ; 

'T  is  new  as  true  my  simple  tale." 


Their  sparkling'  mirth  thev  ceased 


ajion. 


And  their  ev 


es  gi'i'w  moist  as  the  tale  went  on  ; 
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THE    BALLAD    OF    THE    STRANGER, 
1 

'T  was  otV  I  lie  «'(>asl  of  Scjirboro' 

III  sixtt'cii  ('ij;lily-llir<'t' ; 
All  April  iii,i;lit  fell  lowiTiiif^ 


I 


jMMi  ail  aii^fiy  s«'a. 
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And  oil   till'  ln'i<;lits  altovf  tlu'  to 
Was  many  a  watcht'i'  irazinic  «l<>wii, 
Aim!  inunnuriiiu-  with  a  slinij;  and  frown 
"A  wofiil  niirlit  't  will  !).>!" 


Tile  wind  across  the  siirifcs 
CaiiK'  liowliiii;  to  the  land; 

In  foaming  wiatli  the  lirt-akt-rs 
C'aiiK'  iMtimdiiiL!:  on  the  strand 
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When  with  a  voice  from  tunct  high 
Sounded  aloud  thai  startled  ery : 
'A  wreck!  a  wreck! — Shoreuien  ahoy  I 
She's  plunging  for  the  land!" 
3 

Down  from  the  heights  went  skunying 

The  wrecke?'s  to  the  shore, 
And  women  wild,  who  seaward  smiled 

Hopeful  an  hour  l»efoi-e! 
Theship— great  (Jod!— in  flames  her  prow  !— 
The  flames  an-  bursting  from  her  how! 
She  speeds  full  sail!  — 

Thank  Heaven  the  gale 
Is  blowing  to  the  shore! 


Ke»l  are  the  Wii\es  Itefure  hei- 

Kach  crest  a  flaming  hi-and! 

With  tongues  of  wrath  and  fiery  breath 
She  leaps  toward  the  strand. 

Ahoy!  ahoy!"_the  trumpet  rings  — 


>ee 


on  tl 


To 


le  Indden  reef  she  spi'ingsl 


I'oc 


siie  ciniirs. — 


On  rock  she  swi 


lltfS 


H«>r  larboai'd  to  the  land. 
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A  thousaiul  sliru'ks  df  ti'iror 
Arise  from  sliip  aud  shore ! 
"  Lmincli!  luuiiclitlie  boats ! " — tlu'truinpet  notes 
Blare  out  above  the  I'oar. 
lint  ev«'ry  boat,  from  l»eaeli  or  <h'ck, 
Like  shells  the  breakers  erush  ami  wreck, 
ytrauded  she  stood  . . . 

Ill  fire  and  flood  .  .  . 
But  a  hundred  yards  from  shore. 

6 

Down  to  the  l»ea('li  a  stranjyer 

Stept  <'almly  thro'  the  (•row<l; 
lie  dotHed  his  cloak,  and  \\\*  he  spoke 
AVith  startlii.,ii:  voice  and  loud: 
"Come  on  with  me,  the  brav«'st  three!  .  .  ." 

(In  yawl  they  plunj^ed  into  the  sea.) 
"  (five  me  the  rope  ! — 

Cowards  are  we, 
To  crinjife  at  such  a  shroud.*" 

7 
Athwart  the  breakers  plunjj^iiif? 

Went  jrallant  men  and  yawl ; 
A  rope  tliey  bore,  the  coil  on  shore 

Trailed  out  with  snakv  crawl. 
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Ht'li«>l«l!   they  sink!  — 

A  iiiountaiii  wuvo 
linrics  thcjii  deep  in  yuwniim  j-mvt'I 
A  slnick  !  ii  wail  from  wonirii  jmlc 
The  l>rav('st  souls  appall. 

8 
I'p!  sec! — flic  dauntless  heroes 
Upon  the  surges  rise ! 
'IVaise  ({(mI!"  ji  shout  from  ship  ami  shore 

Breaks  upwaid  to  the  skies. 
'Coiu-ago!"— peals  out  that  strangei-'s  shout  — 
lie  sti-ikes  the  wri'ck  .  .  . 

He  leaps  on  deck  .  .  . 
His  ropp  ties  fast  to  miz/en  mast, 
And,  ^'Doicn  the  ro/tr."'  he  er 


les. 
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Swift,  one  by  one,  like  pigeons 


From  startled  cote,  they  pour  — 
They  glid(>  on  rope  through  l»reakei-s 

Hand  ovei-  hand  to  shore  .  .  . 
The  flames!  the  flames! 

With  hiss  and  gnash 
Sternward  their  tongues  (»t'  fire  they  flash, 
And  on  the  flames  the  surges  dash 

AVltli  seething  shriek  and  roar! 
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The  last  man's  o'er  the  taffrail  — 

AloiH'  the  stnuigt'i"  .  .  .  No! 
IIoiToi's! — up  from  tlip  liatcliwuy 

A  woman  from  Itclow!  — 
Claspiiifi;  licr  cliiltl,  in  terror  wild 
Sliri»'kinj^: 

"()  (J(m1!  my  child!  my  ••liild!'' 
To  th«'  straiigfr's  breast  her  babe  she  prest 

111  aj^ony  of  woe. 

11 

Tho'  sinp'd  with  fire  that  hero 

To  his  bi'east  the  babe  lie  bound: 
Then  to  the  sea  leapt  iiKtther  and  he — 

She  elaspiiif;  him  around. 
Now  on  the  rope,  hand  over  hand, 
Thro'  biu'akers  pluiij;iiig  for  the  strand — 
"Hold  to  the  rope!  it  hunis.''^ — 

From  land 
Rinf?s  out  the  trumpet-sound. 

12 

A  shuddcM'ing  cry  ui>rises 

From  thousands  on  the  lee  — 
The  rope  it  parts,  and  flamin<i:  darts 

And  hisses  in  the  sea  ! 
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"  Hold  to  the  ropo!" 

A  Ins  !  II  wave 
O'crwlu'lnis  liiin  (Iccp  —  timf  licro  Itnivc! 
Down,  <|o\vii,  they  sink  into  that  grave  — 
The  niollicr,  liahc,  and  lie. 

13 

TliiTc  is  n  sudden  silcnec 

Hushes  the  land  in  awe, 
As  (»ver  the  sands  a  hundred  hands 
That  williuf^  rope  they  draw.  .  .  . 
"  PiiAisK  (loi),  Tiir:  LoiM)!" 

Hursts  sudden  ei-y 
From  thousand  voiees  i-aised  on  hij;h.  .  .  . 
See!  on  the  land,  above  the  strand, 
►Silent  and  pale  they  lie! 

14 

Tn  fixed  f^rasp  that  hei-o 

The  roj>e  still  lirinly  holds! 
And  firm  his  teeth  with  cleneh  of  ileath 

That  mother's  sleeve  enfolds! 
Oh,  fearful  sij;ht!— more  rueful  seem 
Those  faces  in  the  lurid  jileani.  .  ,  . 
Hut  — hark  !  he  sp<'aks! 

He  stirs!  he  wakes! 
He  stai'ts  as  frotn  a  <lreani ! 
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And  tin'  tiiotlicr's  lips  iirc  (luivcriiij? 

As  if  to  s|H>iik  .  .  .  aii<l  hark  ! 
She  fiills  licr  cliild  .  .  .  sin-  k"^-''^  ^^'I'^l 

Towuni  the  ImniiiiK  haiqiir. 
TIh'  straiip'V  smiled  ;  uidxxiiid  liis  breast  ,  . 
riie  halte  lay  siiiiliii^  in  its  nest ! 
riie  niutliei'  shrieked  in  rapture  wild: 
*'My  ehild!  my  eliild  !— 

Thank  (Jod!  mv  ehild!" 


16 

The  multitude  <'ame  sui'v:inf;. 

And  round  that  stranjrer  prest, — 

With  prayer  and  ery  that  reached  tlio  sky 
That  hero  hrave  they  Idest. 

Hut  not  a  word  the  stranjji'r  spoko  .  .  . 

lie  eahnly  smiled, — 

He  donned  his  elonk, 

And,  liowin^,  vanished  in  the  dark. 

"ll'Ar*  irds  the  hcntf^  .  ,  .  Ehkx  SivitK  ! 


////•;  .v/,.i  Kcii.  7j) 

Ami  RoiiiiM  (M-nsnl.    The  ninip  was  still. 
His  <'oiiira«lcs  iniilt'  n  iiioiiM>iit   stood, 
Tlu'ir  t'yclids  qiiivciiiiK  ami  licdcwt'd 
With  tcMih'riifss  tlii'V  would  ('((iiccal, — 
A  inoiiM'iit  iniitc:  —  uprose  a  slioiil 
That  'woke  thn  woodlniids  round  about 
And  t'chiM'd  in  the  f'oivsts  dark: 
"(Jod  hk'ss  the  Ikto — Captain  Stark!" 

Tis  such  a  d I  reveals  the  mail 

More  than  all  pane<ryrie  can. 
Let  simple  story-sonj;  like  this 
Be  Ehen's  apotheosis. 


XXVI 

THE     SEARCH. 

The  nijrht  drew  on.     The  moon  arose 
As  KIm'ii  neared  the  nook.     No  .>s(»nnd 
Hroke  on  the  nii^ht— a  calm  prot'oinal: 

To<t  ealm  — too  .still,   the  deep  repose! 

One  lone  eieada,  ^rieviuj;',  made 

A  loneli«'r  silenee  in  the  ijlade. 

She  eomes  not  .  .  .  Did  she  smile  on  me?" 
(He  muttered  in  soliliMiuy,) 


1 


80 


OXNALIXDA. 


'*Ah!  now  mctliiiiks  that  'iiouth  hor  smile 
Lurked  hidden  witchery  and  wil(>! 
Was  sorceiy,  the  serpent,  hid 
Beno)ith  her  soft  eye's  fringed  lid  t 
No,  no !  that  taeo  so  svv(>et !  so  fail- 1 
There  eould  l)e  no  illusion  there. 
And  yet  .  .  .  No,  no  !_l,e  still,  ()  heart! 
No  ^Miile  was  there— no  sorc<'rei-'s  art. 
AVhat  did  she  say  .  .  .  'if  so  and  so— 
And,  <if  there  wake  jk.  Jealous  eye' 
Ah  !  that  's  tlu^  whei-efore  and  the  why  »_ 
She  loves  him  . . .  That  nuite  wan-io,"  ? . . ,  No ! 
And  yet  .  .  .  ()  eursed  doubt!— I  go." 
He  rose.    Distrustful  and  distraught 
His  homeward  j.atli  h,s  frowning,  sought. 
"Fled!  Fled,  my  Starlight  !-('o],l  .„d  dark 
Are  hef.ven  and  earth!"  said  Ehen  Stark. 
Halting,  he  mused  .  .  .  then  on  his  track 
He  tui-ned,  and  slowly  wandered  hack. 
He  list<-ned  .  .  .  and,  with  sudden  thought, 
Heu  pathway  to  the  nook  he  sought. 
His  way  along  the  river  led— 
Her  pathway  at  last  eve's  adieu  — 
"O  peaceful  livei-!"  sad  he  said  — 
"Would  that  my  j)ath  were  peaceful  too!" 


Tin-:  sKMuii. 

Then  at  a  tliickct's  nuirjiv  he  stavi'd 
Ami,  proving  stilly  thvougli,  \w  met 

A  sudden  gleam  of  moonlit  glade- 
Bright  knoll,  like  gem  in  dew-ch'ops  set. 

And  lo!  a  form  was  kneeling  there 

In  saintly  nttitud*'  of  prayer; 

Her  palms  together  devoutly  prest 

Wore  raised  in  supplication  blest; 

Her  i)ale  sweet  face  to  Heaven  above 

Seraphic  beamed  with  lieavenly  love. 

There— there  her  sainted  mothei'  slept, 

And  there  sad  Onnalinda  wept. 

Upon  her  cheek  in  mooidight  clear 

(listened  a  lonely  tremlding  tear; 

While  that  beloved  name  to  bless, 

Her  sweet  lips  In-eathed  in  tenderness: 

"  Mother,  0  niothor !  on  tliy  breast 
Thy  wearied  eliild  ajraiii  woiihl  rest  — 
Thy  loving  arm.s  around  nie  prest. 

Mother.  O  mother!  dark  my  way 
Wiieii  from  tiiy  <n'ave  I  lonely  stray; 
In  tears  I  kneel  by  tiiee  and  ])ray. 
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Mother,  O  mother!  join  to-niirht 

Thy  prayer  with  mine  for  Heavenly  liirlit- 

Oh,  dark,  so  dark!  my  path  to-nifrht."' 
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Above  tlic  Ki'iivc  t'iich  (k-wy  hladc 
L()V>   witli  a  tear  of  pity  )»ciii ; 

No  imivr  they  than  she  \vh,.  j,ray,.,l 
KiMM'liii^-  Nvith  tliciii  in  low  lanimt. 
icn  slic  arose,  and  from  tlie  jihidc 
Alon^'  liei-  i)atli\vay  slowly  went. 

Erewhile  luid  El>,.ii  tl 

Too  sad  that  face  t 


Tl 


lencc  withdrawn - 


()  yaze 


He'd  not  i)rofane  witl 
That  liallowed 


upon: 


1  eiu'ious  eve 


scene  of  sanetitv. 


XXV II 


IN    THE    NOOK. 


Within  the  nook  once  more  tliey  met; 
As  one  would  meet  a  lovelv  saint 


Wl 


lose  vcrv  smile  hchl 


!i  resti'aint, 


He  met  the  woodland  anchoret. 


A  touch  of  palmi- 


Ma<,nieric  thi'ill ! 


ft  tin<>linir  r<'ached  his  tin<;er  ti 
And  drew  her  hand  up  to  his  li 


HIS 


IS, 


And  drew  her  i 
AVith  look  d. 


learer,  closeliei-  stil 
uiiu'e  and  modest  i;'i-a 


ce 


She  drew  her  hand,  retired 


And  furtive  view«Hl  1 


a  pace 


lis  mooidit  face. 


Sidtk^ 


'**SISS'«*''''^'"''1{'**\ 


'Her  vvhipe  arm  round  a  moonlit  tree 

GUSTENED  WITH  JEWELLED  BRILLIANCY," 


ONNALINDA,    PAGE  03. 
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Then  Elu'ii  sat.    Apart  she  stoM.l. 

Her  wliiti'  arm  njuiid  a  moonlit  troc 

(Jlistt'iKMl  with  j('\V('llt'»l  brilliancy. 
A  vision  of  bi'atitudc, 

K('V*'al(Ml  in  bcauti'ous  symmctrv 
'Twixt  Elicii  tind  the  moon  slu'  stood. 
And  was  it  thus  l)y  maiden's  art 

The  moonlifj:lit  fell  upon  his  fare 
Whih*  'gainst  tliat  light  she  stood  apart, 

Outlined,  a  rounded  form  of  grace? 


s:{ 


No  more  about  the  bush  he  beat — 
No  more  of  (luestions  vague  and  dim  — 
He  knew  as  vague  she  M  answer  him, 

Bright  Onnalinda  — shrewd  as  sweet! — 
That  silent  brave — that  sphinx  obscure — 
In  silence  Eben  nuist  endure. 

Thwarted,  he  knew  his  (piest  were  vain; 

And  eagei-  now  that  she  i-enew 

The  tale  that  ceased  when  whistle  blew, 
He  turned  to  happier  themes  again  — 

Asking  of  home  beyond  the  sea, 

(Jf  kindred  and  of  ancestry. 


m 
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With  seaivhiii^^  «.y,.  she  lonjr  )„ui  scminctl 
Eucli  fcutnre  ot*  his  iK)l)h'  tacc; 
And  i.h'uscd,  she  t'oiiiul  not  even  a  ti-acc 

Of  artific*'  in  ti-cason  planned. 
That  face  of  cahn  .sincerity 

Was  jded^^e  secure. 


"You  seem"  (slie  said,) 
"  Like  kni^dit  of  whom  my  mother  read 
In  famous  tales  of  chivalry, 
Wlioso  sword  knew  neithe.-  wron-  n..r  rust; 
In  such  a  knight  shall  woman  trust." 

With  timid  grace  she  closei-  drew 
Hor  g<.wn  ai-omid  her  ankles  trim. 

And  featly  thi-ough  the  silveiy  d.-w 
Near  El)eu  came  and  sat  by  him. 


"i 


!:i<l 


She  held,  aiid  tenderly  caressed, 
A  wild  rose  glistening  with  the  d,>w 
Of  moonlit  mound  whereon  it  grew; 

And  oft  to  it  \wY  lij)s  she  i>ressed 
Wliile  sweetly,  softly  ti-enuilous. 
She  told  her  tale  to  Eben  thus: 


t  ■ 
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You  ask  (if  inc,"  slio  coyly  said, 
"My  litV'.s  straiif^c  story — to  rt'iicw 

Tli(^  tuli'  tliat  ccasi'd  wlicii  signal  hhnv, — 
(Pleased  do  we  f^fo  wliere  kindly  led!) 


—  Y 


ou  marvel  wliv  in  this  abode 


Of  glen  and  j;iad(^  and  pathless  wood 
I  s«'ek  retn-at  in  solitude. 
Know,  then,  tliat  in  my  pulses  heat 
Two  minnled  currents  wild  and  fleet, — 
Tinjj;ein^  my  veins  like  ruhy  wine 
Leaps  the  proud  hlood  of  aneient  line 
Whoso  swarthy  kni<;hts  and  forest  kinj^s 
No  I'ocords  I'each,  no  [»oet  sinji's. 

You  wondered  when  last  ni,nht   I  said 
The  mother  of  the  woodland  .i-irl 

Was  nohly  boi-n  and  noltly  hre(l  — 
The  dau^-hter  of  a  Scottish  earl! 

A  loi'dly  castle  hi'oad  and  liii^h 

Was  home  of  her  nativitv. 


go  OAWALIMJA. 

A  castlo  jjfirt  l»y  cliff  aixl  scaur, 
O'crlookiu;;:  lovely  vale  afar, 
And  ill  that  vale's  expanse  of  ^reen 
A  lake  that  sIioik'  in  a/,iire  sheen 
Lovelier  than  this  (ieiiesee 
IleniniM  with  its  verdant  livery; 
An  emerald  iiiar<;e  its  bosom  bound, 

With  ]»ink  and  silver  shells  bedi<i:ht, 
Tiike  da//lin,ir  necklace  clasped  around 

lii'auty's  soft  neck  of  snowy  white. 
Northward  the  jmrple  mountains  hij;h 

Ai'ose  thro'  veil  of  silver  mist, 

And  in  the  haze  clandestine  kiss'd 
Each  tlirtint;  <']oud  that  hovered  by. 

"  ^Fy  mother  told  of  paths  that  wound 
The  heathery  mountain  sides  around; 
Of  hedjicrows  sweet  that  lined  her  way 
Thro'  blooininji"  lanes  of  (hiisied  ^lay, 
A  lowly  <'ottaj^e  here  an<l  there — 
The  home  of  liardy  hij;ldand<'r 
Who,  Avlien  the  toilsome  (hiy  was  o'er, 
And  grateful  sliaih's  of  evening;-  fell. 
With  dame  and  bairns  alxmt  the  door 
AV^iuld  merrily  make  the  i>il)roch  swell; 
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From  i-vi\)r  to  cra^'  tlip  pcjil  n'suiunlin;;-, 
Echoiii;;;  tlii'o'  t'licli  Intsky  j,H('ii, 

Till,  from  the  distant  diirs  ivhoiiiHlint:'. 
Kl>l)iM<,'  in  murmurs  l»a«'k  a«;ain. 

Anil  thus  each  rvc,  as  t\vili«;lit  tVI!. 

She  lieurd  the  sound  of  j»iliiuch  swell, 

And  down  the  Dochart's  \vindin,i,'  stivan 

Echo,  und  die  into  a  <lreani. 

'And  uft  my  mother  fain   would  tell 
Of  lordly  home  and  statdv  liidl. 


Of 


nmrhied  lloor  and  iiictun-d   wall, 
And  statues  standin.i,^  seiitin<'l; 
Of  arms  and  armour,  hia/oned  shield 
Dhiti'd  in  many  a  stuhliorn  field, 
Battered  cuirass  and  splintered  lance 
(Grotesque  and  ;>iiiii  iidieritance !) 
That  told  of  valiant  knight's  rojuaiice. 
Of  such  my  mother  oft  would  tell  — 
Of  sounds  and  scenes  she  loved  so  avcII. 
.  .  .  Hut  over  that  home  a  shadow  fell  : 

"One  morn  came  love.     A  youth  I ;i;ne. 

Of  manly  jtort  and  fair  to  see. 
Unknown  to  fame;  tho'  fai,-  his  name 
He  boasted  not  of  ancestry. 


Ir 
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^^y  iiiMflh'i',  then  )i  wiiisctiMc  ^'irl, 

III  wisdom  \v«'ll  as  Ix-niity  urcw: 
Silt'  (IcciiK'd  (tli(»'  (liiii^ditcr  of  nil  rail) 

The  smile  of  w<ti'tli  the  jr'i<'i'<l<»ii  tine 
Not    so  jier  sire.      Flis  eonmet 

He  valued  more  tliaii  l»raiii  or  lieait- 
A  penny  more  than  violet, 

His  (!(uit  of  ariiiH  tim  end  of  art: 


Witli  ffulcs  iipoii  MM  artrt'iit  luld  ; 
All  azure  tVssc  afliwiirf  tlif  sliicld; 
A  t'lu'vroii  or.  cnrat'tcrctl,  fret 
Willi  i»uri»lt'-tin('tiin'il  tiarrulft ; 
On  (It'xfcr  cliict'  a  ))liiy.(>m'(l  spur, 
An  tTiuiiie  tuft  on  siiiisttT. 


"  Siieh  was  his  coat  of  arms,  and  ho 
Adored  tlie  fj;airisli  vanity. 

"One  eve  a  ^room,  otfieious,  told 
Of  what  liis  lurking'  eye  esjiied: 

'  She  walks  clandestine  in  the  wold  — 
A  simple  yeoman  by  her  side.' 

"  Fp  to  his  lirows  in  reddening''  ire 
Arose  the  feudal  Idood  of  sire. 


I 
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Uiw  daUKlitfr  rallnl  ,  .  .  'And  cnn  it   \n — 
A  wolf  anions'  tin-  Itlfiitiii','  (locks! 
Do  itla-asaiits  covey  with  the  fox?' 
—With  taiiiitiiiy:  trope  (Iciiiiiiidcd  he. 
A  <;leiiiii  from  out   his  (hirkliii;;  eye 

rawiiijr  iii;>h. 


lVesa;;e«|  the  stonii  now  <i 
JJut   love  —  true  love,   when   st 
Js  like  the  hirdliiij;  in  the  <;)ile: 
It  closer,  wanner,  folds  its  winu^s. 
And  to  the  limit  it  firmer  clink's. 


oi'ins  assail 


"Ah!  <-onM  I  tell  in  her  sweet  way 

My  mother's  plaint  o'er  vanished  years, 
rpou  your  cheek  would  Irembh'  tears 
Like  dow-drops  on  the  <(uiverinfr  spray; 
But  l.rief  I  11  t.-ll  . .  .  (As  on.-  would  look 
But  for  italics  in  a  hook:) 


"That  yeoniau  wooed  .  .  . 

He  won  . , . 

They  wed.,. 
ITer  sire  she  sttuifht  .  .  , 

He   scotr'd  .  .  . 

'I'liey  fled  .  .  . 
Name,  rank,  and  ]ar«;ess,  foi-feited. 


I 
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"  Unpityiiig  sire  I     Nor  tear,  nor  prayer, 
Could  touch  oiu^  tciidci'  tVclinjjf  there. 
Her  tear    he  spurned, — 

H(^  deemed  lier  dead  ! ,  .  . 
To  Love  she  turned — 

And  sought  their  bread! 
Into  the  wide,  wide  world  they  went. 

They  spoke  of  new  worlds  in  the  west — 
True  love  in  deserts  is  content  — 
And  thither  they  would  timi  their  quest. 


i  ■■:! 


"One  morn,  before  tlie  ship  Avould  sail. 
My  mother  longed  to  see  onee  more 
That  home,  still  fondly  lon'd,  before 

She  bad(»  it  evermore;  farewell. 

That  morn  of  June,  l)y  hedgerows  sweet 
She  went.     There,  at  the  postern  gate 

Sat  her  old  nurse.     In  teai-s  they  met  — 
The  i)oor  old  nurse,  disconsolate, 

( 'lasi)ed  her  in  arms  with  kisses,  tears — 

The  welling  fount  of  liaj)pier  years; 

For,  from  u  nursling  sweet,  she  grew 

The  i>et  of  nurse  and  luuisehold  too. 

Along  the  garden-walk  they  went; 

The  rose  and  oreliis  redolent; 


^ 
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But  clumgcd,  alas !  (.acli  flower  and  scent ; 

And  <'veii  tlio  bees  now  seemed  to  drone 

A  dolorous  moan  in  monotone. 

Ah !  homi^  beloved !  so  dear,  so  fail-, 

And  she  in  tears— tjie  riglitful  heir 

A  stranger  and  intruder  tliere ! 

— The  threshold  crossed.  .  . 

p]v'n  cr(>ak  of  door 
Tln-illed  her  witli  wonted  sounds  of  yore ! 
A  moment  pale  she  stood,  and  gazed. 
Tliat  scene  beloved  her  vision  dazed. 
Her  home  no  moiv.'—TIiat  stately  hall 
Of  mar})l(Ml  floor  and  pictured  wall- 
That  stairway  broad  and  winding  high 

Symltol  of  grace  and  majesty! 

With  strange  and  vacant  look  she  smiled— 

Thinking  of  cot  in  wesfcrn  wiM: 

Her  sofa  a  l)ench;  lier  chair  a  chest; 

Her  home  a  hovel  in  fh,.  ^s■vs\, 

But  Love  the  evei-abiding  guest ! 

()  gilded  home  — without  a  heart  — 

AVith  all  the  painter's,  scul] .tor's  art ! 

Here,  niehe-enslirined,  a  saintly  statue 

Gazes  intently  up  oi-  at  you; 

Tliere  satyrs  grim  and  Mild  bacchant 

Ogle  a  splunx  or  griflin  gaunt ; 
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Here  Apliroilite  smiles  at  Puu 
But  weds  the  grisly  ^b-tisan ; 
There  naiads  mourn  o'er  funeral  pile 
And  lo  !  they  see  Nareissus  smile ; 
C*assandra  here  in  wai lings  low, 
Foi-etells  gi-eat  Agameniiioii's  woe. 
'  ( >li !  what  are  these  ?    A  mimic  show  ! ' 
— 'T  was  tlnis  in  scorn  my  mother  cried, 
Saying,  as  up  the  stall-  she  hied: 


(U 


Oh !  what  an*  these,  with  love  unblest  f— 
Give  me  the  hovel  in  the  west." 


"Above  the  porch  one  little  room 
Sweet  with  the  scent  of  heather-bloom; 
'T  was  hers— in  hajjpier  days  bestowed : 
Books,  music,  pii-tures,— loved  abode  ! 
She  entered. 

Kneeling  by  her  chair. 
Her  grief  broke  forth  in  tears  and  prayi'r. 

"With  streaming  <'yes  and  aching  hcai't 
AVhose  soi-rows  only  tears  can  tell, 
The  hour  has  come— the  lumr  to  i)art 
In  anguish  of  a  last  farewell ! 


THE  nisci.osruE 
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TluMi  slio  arose.    Such  t)(X)ks  as  hold 
The  ^'cms  of  thougiit,  of  lay  and  lore, 
Sh»?  culled  from  shelves  aiiti([ue  that  hore 

Tlu!  wealth  of  song — the  Imrds  of  old. 

"She  used  to  say: 

'One  hook,  though  small, 
Of  the  great  songs  't  will  hold  them  all, — 
One  little  page  will  hold  in  it 
All  the  grand  thoughts  each  scribe  hath  writ!' 

" — These  pearls  of  prose  and  poet's  lay 
She  gav(>  the  imrse  to  hear  away; 
Then  wept  ,  .  .  de])arting  from  that  door. 
To  cross  its  threshold  nevermore  ! 


"  Down  \\w  lone  stairway — silent  all  — 
She  glided,  trembling  like  a  l)ird. 
She  i)ause(l.  .  .  . 

Was  it  a  voice  she  ht^ard  ? 

She  turned  across  the  silent  hall 
An<l  softly  entered  where  he  sate, 
The  lonely  lord  of  the  estate. 

Ah!  little  did  he  think  that  she 
Would  soon  he  as  a  l)urieil  one 

To  him  for  evei-more,  and  he 
In  sik'nce  tread  his  halls  alone! 


\ 
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ThroTigli  sol)s  my  motlier  eould  not  speak; 
8lit'  silent  bent,  and  kissed  Iiis  clieek; 
Then  turned  away  ,  . . 

To  him  as  dead  , . . 
'Farewell— l)eloved  home!'— she  said. 
Then  to  tlie  gate  she  slow  withdrew 
Where  waited  he— the  yeoman  true. 


"The  dear  old  nurse- whose  loving:  <*ai'e 
Ended  in  grief— stood  waiting  there, 
Lamenting-,  moaning  in  despair. 
Like  mother  of  him  who  waits  his  doom 
And  sees  the  fearful  moment  come, 
Around  her  child  her  arms  she  fiinjrs  — 
She  sobs  and  kisses,  cries  and  clings, 
Till  sinking  eiv  the  parting:  knell. 
Nor  sjH'aks  nor  hears  a  last  farewell! 
So  sank  th'  old  nurse.  .  .  . 

A  last  a(]i(>u 
]\ry  mother  kissed  her,  and  withdrew. 
Belnnd  ]i(>r,  like  tlie  fiat  of  Fat.', 
Closed  Avith  a  clang  the  postern  g-ate! 

"—Forth  to  the  world  they  \iw  away. 
The  ship  awaits  in  Firth  of  Tay. 
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".  .  .  Tho  sails  mv  set.  .  .  .  Afar  tlicy  glido 
Across  tlic  bar  to  tho  ocean  wi(l(>. 
Back  to  the  sliorc  they  liiigvi-iiig  gaze 
Till  tlie  hills  are  lost  in  puri)le  haze. 
Home, friends,  wealth,  rank,  all— all  resigned; 
All?    Nay— they  leave  not  all  behind  — 
By  Love  and  Hope  their  stei)s  are  led  .  .  . 
With  Love  and  Hope  they  seek  their  bread ! 


".  .  .  Of  weary  months 't  were  vain  to  tell  — 
Bnt  briefly  told  (to  skip  the  gronnd 
Liive  leaf  in  storm,  with  skij)  and  boniid): 
.  .  .  They  came — in  a  new  world  to  dwell. 
Long  months  went  l)y  — and  then  a  year. 
A  little  boy  bronght  snnny  cheer; 
But  woes  came  fast  to  chill  her  joy  — 
W!  U)wed  was  slic;  with  oi-phan  boy. 
I  linger  not  to  tell  of  tears 

Above  her  love-devoted  (h'ad  — 
Of  toilsome  days,  of  hoju'less  yeai's: 

A  struggle  now  f(»i-  life  and  Itread. 
.  .  .  Ah !  could  she  send  heart-l)roken  ^tlea 
To  heedless  sire  beyond  the  sea 
Lolling  in  lap  of  luxury! 
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"Ono  morn  in  May  oame  warriors  red 
And  tribal  chieftain  of  renown; 
Sudden  they  eanie  witli  war-whoop  dread  .  . 
A  prisoner  slie!— and  forth  they  fled 
With  eaptive  to  their  Indian  town. 

"Torn  from  h(^r  ehild,  a  motlier's  grief 
Touelied  to  tlic  heart  the  noble  ehief. 
'T  is  more  than  wonuui's  wail  of  woe 
When  a  mother's  tears  of  anguish  flow; 
Her  pah'  sweet  face  in  deep  distress, 
H(^  viewed  with  sacred  tenderness, 
Tlien  rose  esteem  from  sympathy  — 
Then  honoured  — then  l»cU)ved  was  she, 
At  last  adored  in  sanctity." 

[Think  not  ye  dwellers  at  your  ease 
On  pink  divans  an<l  tnpestries — 
Think  not  tliat  love  with  nomad  true 
Is  slow  of  gi'owth  as 't  is  wi^.h  you: 
On  flying  steed  they  ]>luck  the  rose, 
Nor  stop  to  count  its  2'etals  sweet, — 
The  flowei-  they  pass,  on  palfrey  fleet, 
For  them  no  longer  bloAvs. 
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Thpii  scorn  not,  gi^ntlcs!  noi-  rcprovo 
Tlioe  dusky  wai'Hoi-s  avIio  woo 
With  corcnionies  bi-icf  and  tVw 

Wlio  flying  live,  and  flying  love! 

Is  lovo  less  s\v<'('t,  oi-  sweeter  thus, 

Because  uncei-enionious  ? 

If  sweeter  in  civilitif^s. 
In  court'sies  and  conventionals. 

Then  don  your  wigs,  yom-  lutes  the?)  seize, 
And  sing  your  loves  in  luach'igals ! 

. . .  But  l)i'eak  no  more  the  thread— O  Muse!  — 

Of  her  strange  story. 

She  reiu'vvs:] 


ii 


"Amidst  the  tribe  my  mother  sate, 
Revered  as  saint  immacidate. 

This  chieftain  of  the  dusky  nwo 
8he  first  esteemed  and  then  admired; 
His  tender  heart,  his  no1)le  face. 
His  manly  foi-m  and  knightly  grace, 
Her  faith  and  then  hei-  love  inspired. 
.  .  .  Sprung  fi'om  a  royal  line  was  he- 
Tlie  foi-est's  prime  nobility 
Wliose  origin  no  annals  tell, — 
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A  famous  chict'tuiii,  bvavo  us  truo: 
Was  lu'  not  worthy,  tlicn,  to  woo 
The  t'fiptivt'  wliom  ]u>  loved  so  well  ? 
Is  merit  a  murk  —  a  badge  of  nice? 
Is  honour  a  tint  —  a  thige  of  face  ;' 
Nay:  Red  and  Wliite  are  kith  and  kiu- 
Bleached  is  the  Saxon's  faded  skin. 

"Vanislied  but  not  —  ah!  not  fovfjjot 

Her  liours  of  woe,  h<'r  years  of  strife; 
Tlien  blanu*  her  not  —  O  blame  hei-  not 

When  she  became  the  chieftain's  wife ! 
.  .  ,  The  seasons  came  and  fled  a^tace. 
Beloved,  adoi'cd  by  chief  was  slie. 

A  bi'i<;ht  content  slione  in  liei'  face 
Save  wlu'n  a  cloud  from  Memory 

Passed  ovei',  leaving'  there  a  trace 
Of  days,  tear-dimmed,  that  used  to  l)e: 
Iler  boy — her  boy!     Oh!  where  is  he? 
Oft  in  her  prayer  a  tear  revealed 
A  sorrow  deep  in  silence  sealed. 
Then  wintry  niglits  came  bleak  and  long,- 
Ah !  for  the  long-lost  books  of  song ! 
One  quiet  eve  she  lonely  sighed 
For  those  companions  true  and  tried: 


! 


TU I-:  DJsci.oscin:. 

Those  ]K'iirls  of  prose  find  poet's  liiy 
Were  over  the  forests,  fni-  iiway, 
Unread,  jiiitouelied  l»y  friend  or  foe, 
Beside  tlie  far  Ontario. 
To  know  lier  wisli,  was,  to  tlic  cliicf, 
^^  j<\v — ii  !^1>H''  to  action  brief: 
The  swiftest  runners  sjM'd  away 

To  ( 'adara<'(pii's  soiitlierii  shore; 
They  flew  by  nirrlit,  tlicy  tlrw  l.y  (hvy. 

And  found  those  jj^cms  of  lay  and  lore;' 
TIkmi  swift  o'er  val<"  and  wooded  lieiglit, 
Ea^er  to  ])ring  th<'  new  (l('li,y'ht, 
Tliey  flew  l>y  (hiy,  they  tiew  l.y  ni<;ht. 

And  back  her  dainty  treasui-cs  bore. 
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"Joy  in  her  home!    Sweet  Peac(!  and  rest  .  .  . 
Swifter  the  moments  tied  .  .  ,     One  morn 
A  little  woodland  <;ii'l  was  born: 

Love  smiled,  and  all  the  vears  wei-e  blest. 


i 


"My  story's  ended  ...  It  would  tii'o 
To  tell  of  years  that  j,dided  by. 

That  chief  was  Ivawanute,  my  sire. 
That  little  woodland  girl  was  I." 
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XXIX 

►Silent  sat  Ebon  in  sui-priso. 
Hor  tul«',  witli  tondcrm's.s  i-oplcto, 
Was  fmu;;lit  Willi  cluii-ni  of  lips  so  sweot, 

His  wonder  fj:list<'iHMl  in  his  eves: 
And  closclior  .still  to  liini  he  drew 
That  form  that  more  enehantinjjj  grew. 

lie  drew  her  hantl  with  gentle  gi-ace 

In  teiKh'r  pi'es.sni-e  of  his  own, 

She  gazing  npwai'd  to  the  moon, 

And  he  npon  her  culm  sweet  fac*^  .  . 
What  need  of  woi-ds  his  love  to  tell 
"When  silence  speaks  so  well— so  well  I 

A  valiant  kiiijrlit  of  liinh  estate 
Who  liulds  a  priiu'css'  hand  in  fee, 

Before  that  quet'n  iinniaculate 
Sliall  ho  not  l)eu(l  a  siii)i)liant  knee  f 

While  favoni-inj,'  clouds  the  moon  eclipse 

Is  there  a  touching,'  at  the  l\ps  '! 

Can  saintliest  "nun,  devout   and  ])iire," 

All  tenderness  of  love  resist  — 
Or  turn  away,  with  look  demure, 

The  sweetest  lips  that  ever  were  kiss'd? 
The  favouring:  clouds  the  moon  eclipse  — 
There  is  a  touching  at  the  lips. 
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XXX 

Leuvc  tliciu.    'T  is  suci-ilc^^'c  pi-ofano 

To  scuu  that  seono  witli  vuljj;ar  oyo; 

Tho'  gliully  would  we  liiijrcr  nif^li 
And  hear  tliat  j,'allaiit  Koldicr-.swaiii 

Kclicarsinj,'  talcs  of  (wraiitry — 

Horoic  deeds  on  land  aii<l  sea, 
Of  war,  of  siege  and  I'ed  redoubt, 
Of  deadly  Itreaeli  and  stoi-niing  shout, 

And  of  ehivalrie  deeds  tliat  stir 

The  heai't  of  lovely  listener. 

lie  drew  her  sighs,  like  him  of  yore 

With  hair-breadtli  'scapes  and  struggles  vast; 
Ah!  were  he  loved  like  swarthy  Mooi-_ 
"Loved  for  the  dangers  he  had  passed!" 


XXXI 

DECEIVED  ? 

Is  it  deceit  ?  And  has  she  planned 
With  Beauty's  lure  some  artifice? 
(A  wily  strategist  may  kiss 

With  a  stiletto  in  her  hand!) 
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Beware!  hewnre,  l»ruve  FJieii  Stiiik  — 
A  kiss  iiuiy  lure  tor  u  idirpose  ilurk. 

Lust  iiiulit  you  snid  to  Ix'oiuiltl  Kent: 
"  Deceit  is  nevei"  ii  sin   in   war!" 
f'ereluinee  siiH  holds  tliis  sentiment, 

And  comes,  with   l.ove,  th'  aml»Hssador, 
Wimt  if  tile  sweet  of  lips  you  kissed 
Were  honey  of  tli(>  diplonuitist ! 

Beware!  't  was  hut  one  eve  ajjo 

We  lieai'<l  liei'  mui-iiuu'in^'  words  like  these: 
"Well,  what  if  [  foil  oui-  euemies 
With  weujtoii  keener  than  hlade  or  how!" 

Whether  true,  or  false,  she's  winninj^'  h(>r  way, 

For 't  was  last  ni,<i:ht  we  o'erheard  her  say: 
'To-nij,dit  wlieii  the  moon  sliinesfull  in  his  face 

1  '11  there  read ch-ar  each  thouj,dit  in  his  heart; 

He  shall  uot  know,  as  I  stand  apart, 
How  keen  my  glance  each  hue  shall  trace." 


And  shall  we  blame  if  she  conspire 

To  thwart  tlie  foes  of  her  uohle  sire  ? — 


DHch'i  I  ■;■;/>. 
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<  )||t'   lliooll   ii.i;(),    so   t'llil'   to  sec 

His    l-filllll    llt'loVfd JIIKM'sll'ill    llOll|(> 

CoiK'lifd    ill    ii    villf  of   |M'i iillil    hloolii, 

Ami  sluiiiliffiiio;  ill  prosperity, 

With  ;,'linl(lt'iiiiin'  licMs  of  wiiviiit,^  corn, 
Ami  Iia'iilcts  <;'iitt('i'iii,-;'  in  llic  nioi-ii ;  — 

Hcliolil  at  eve  tlic  iiil\illii'in<;-  (liilli  ! 
IJillows  of  siii()l<('  roll  over  tlic  vnli", 
lifaviiitr  liiit  aslics  and  woc  and  wail  — 

A  Kainsiii  of  lire  o'('r\vli»'linin,ir  iiH  ! 
O't-r  lioiiif  of  that   sire  ivd  ruin  swept. 
And  he  knelt  on  the  lilaekened  earth,  and  wept. 

So,  if  she  he  tru(>,  or  u  luriiij;-  cheat  — 
lirif^ht  Oniialiiida   who  wi.iild  blame 
If  she  kindle  ill   Kheii's  heart  a  fhnne 

To  lii,dit   the  way  to  the  (lauls'  defeat  ! 

And  what  tho' hei-  love  —  /7' hey'iin  in  deceit — 

Sliould  end  in  a  snai't!  for  her  own  pi-etty  feet  ! 


Tender  is  Klten,  hut  shrewd  and  hold 
An<l  ready  in  war  to  hear  the  liriuit; 
I5nt  what  if  he  meet  and  must  confront 

His  own  wise  maxim  and  he  cajoled: 
"Deceit  is  ne\-er  a  sin  in  war" — 
And  himself  bo  hoi.st  with  liis  own  jirfanl. 
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If  Ounaliiulii  can  deceive, 

Wliat  saiut  on  earth  can  lie  believe  ? 

But  Eben  the  man  would  take  good  care 

Of  Eben  the  lover,  hero  or  there; 

If  she  prove  kind  as  she  began 

He  '11  sink  tho  Soldier  in  the  Man. 

If  she  prove  false,  with  purpose  dark, 

Eben  will  I'ise  to  ('apfain  Stark. 

If  true  she  is,  and  so  i-emain, 

Lover  is  he,  and  tender  swain ! 


XXXII 

MISTRUST, 

The  hour  sped  on.    The  twain  they  part. 

C'anipward  went  Eben  thro'  the  wood. 
Blither  his  step,  though  in  his  heart 

Still  nestled  a  strange  iiKpiietude. 


As  miner  dr(>anis  of  nugget  liright 

But  slightly  hidden  beneath  the  mould, 

And  trembling  lest  the  morning  light 

Reveal  to  earlier,  happier  wight 
The  marvellous  imgget  of  glittering  gold, 


JIISTIiUST. 
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So  Elx'ii's  lioart  in  anxious  mood 
Stirs  with  a  keen  solicitude 

Li'st  other  litinds  his  guerdon  soiz(> 

AV^orth  all  a  kingdom's  treasuries ! 
And  as  ho  eampward  went  he  sighed : 
"  Ah  !  is  there  uught  'neath  heaven  secure  ? 
From  i)eei-ing  eyes  can  forests  liide 
That  star  — my  life's  bright  cynosure !" 

Mistrust!  an  ever-tattling  brook 
That  winds  thro'  all  Love's  heritage !  .  .  . 

Tlie  head-lin<'s  in  a  lover's  book, 
Creei)ing  along  from  page  to  page ! 

So  Eben  thought,  and  homeward  went, 
With  just  a  twinge  of  discontent 
Spurred  by  a  vagu(3  presentiment. 


.  .  .  And  homeward  Onnalinda  strayed 
Hesitant,  thi-o'  the  glinting  dew ; 
A  vermeil  tinge  of  deeper  hue 

Upon  her  cheek  her  thoughts  betrayed. 
And  when  she  sank  in  sl,.ep  that  bloom 
Crimsoned  in  dreams  . . .  of  whom— of  whom? 
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The  iiiuso  a  moment  drops  tli(>  pen. 

Asleep  the  world.    AVith  presage  dark 
Night  broods  ahove  tlie  hill  and  glen, — 

Beware!  beware,  brave  Elx-n  Stark! 

.  .  .  With  finger  'twixt  the  leaves  to  mark 
Midway,  we  i)anso  to  ask  again  : 

On  Onnalinda's  cheek  the  l)loom 

Crimsoned  in  dreams  of  whom — of  whom  ? 
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"Flashed  her  black  eyes  with  fire  of  scorn 
And  warriors  quailed  with  look  forlorn  -' 
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'  *    *    *    +    Your  pationoo  this  nllowin^, 
I  tiirn  my  ula.ss,  and  jrivc  my  hccuc  such  Krowiug 
Ah  you  liiUl  slept  liitwicii.     ***** 
******    Wluil  of  her  eiiaui'S 
I  li»t  not  piopliesj-." 

WiNTEii's  Talk,  Actlv 
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Part  U 


i 


T 


ALARU  M. 

HE  iiiidiiiglit  lowered  o'or  forest  dim. 
Fortli  euine  the  eliieftaiii  Kawtiimte 
Witli  blade  and  Ijow;  on  stealthy  foot 
A  score  of  warriors  following;'  him — 
Athletes  unmatched  in  bold  emi»rise, 
With  thews  heroic,  and  eayle  ey<'s : 
Poers  of  the  chief— a  chosen  })and  — 
Alert  of  ear,  and  ready  of  hand. 
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From  craj?  to  cmju:  —  tVoni  troo  to  tree 

W'eirtl  sluulovvs  llittoil  thro'  tho  iii^'lit 
And  l)y  tlif  .jiniit-lirc's  flickering  light 

Kcvcalcd  iniix'nding  j<'oi»ai'(ly. 

The  wavering  moan  of  niglit-winds  gave 

To  dying  fagot  a  fitful  gleam 

That  laneed  and  tinged  with  ruddy  beam 
The  (ionesee's  ])ulsating  wave. 

The  beams  of  swift-aseending  moon 
Silvered  the  dewy  hills  of  June. 

II 

But  Onnalinda  calmly  slept, 

Tho'  murk  and  menace  lurk  and  lower; 

Al)ove  her  peaceful  sylvan  bower 
A  sleepless  Power  a  vigil  kept. 

In  dreams  she  saw  a  Saxon  face, 

Blue-(^yed  and  bearded,  bending  near  . . . 
Was  Oonak  dark,  to  hhn  a  peer  — 

OoNAK,  a  bravo  of  other  race? 

In  dreams  the  form  of  Eben  Stark 
Ai-ose  'twixt  her  and  warrior  dark. 


ALAUVM. 
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Her  namo  slio  licard  in  otluT  tongue  — 

In  softer,  gentler  accents  fall; 

Xe'ei'  heard  so  sweetly  musical 
As  when  ill  dreams  she  heard  it  sung. 

And  still  she  saw,  in  fancy,  ueai'. 
That  Saxon  face !  .  .  .  and  nearer  still ! 
It  bouds  ...  It  touches  .  .  . 

Klectiic  thrill  !— 
Quick-flushed,  she  wakes!     As  startled  d<'er 
That  in  the  drowse  of  sultry  rain 


Starts  at  the  sudden  I'ifle's  rinj 


'f^i 


Dazed  in  the  shock  bewildei-ing, 
With  shivering  nerv(>  and  misty  l)raiu  — 
So  Onnaliuda,  startled,  'woke 

As  if  by  sudden  ]-if1e-shot. 

She  'woke  to  hear,  ah  u<tt  —  mIi  not 
That  voice  in  dreams  that  ten<l<'r  s))oke!  — 
But  on  her  vigilant  ear  there  l»roke 

Signals  foreboding  threat  and  plot. 

The  crackling  bush,  and  rustling  glade, 
And  hurrying  tread  of  stealthy  foot, 
Amidst  the  camjt  of  Kawanuto 

A  quick  and  wild  alarum  made. 
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From  limb  t(»  liml)  flew  startled  owl, 
Gazing  bulow  with  .staring  hcowI. 

From  rock  to  rock,  from  tree  to  tree— . 

Like  phaiitomH  in  that  Inrid  light 

Went  flitting  I'orm.s  in  glimmering  flight, 

(irim  i»()rtents  of  emergency. 

Htii-red  witli  ix  qui<'k,  jirophetic  thonglit, 
Uvv  woman-heart  foreboding  beat; 
And,  gliding  forth  on  agil.^  feet  .  .  . 

One  glanc(^ .  .  .  and  all  the  scone  she  cuught : 
Faces  red-tinged  in  war's  ai-ray  — 
Dread  i)i-oof  of  tln^  impending  fray! 

Her  sire  she  clasped  ore  rung  the  whoop  — 
Pi-ocxirsor  dread  of  wail  and  blood!  — 
And  at  lior  voice  he  calmly  stood, 

And  around  him  war's  red  council  group. 

"Shame!  shame  upon  you!" 

Criod  the  maid- 
"Aro  ye  lik<'  bats  tliat  haunt  tho  night;'  — 

And  thievish  wolves  that  feai-  tho  light? 
Make  ye  a  midnight  ambuscade?" 


///.A'  ii.uuir. 

Klasli..(|   \\vv  hljK-k   ryes   witli   fhv  (.r  s.m.i'II  .; 
AimI  WiiiTioi's  qiiiiiliMl  Willi  look  forluni. 

WIm'Ii  Iviiwimiitc,  llic  siiclicMi  <;niy, 
Ih'iinl  Onimliiidii's  rt'pi'iiimiHl, 
Ifc  instant   hade  tli.'  swarthy  liaiid 

l><'t'<'i-  thfir  (lurk  int.-iit   till  day. 
(A  woman's  v..i<T!_It  ralnis  llic  ,.|,i<.f 
As  i-vcning  stills  tlui  nisliin-;'  Ic-.f.) 
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III 

H  E  R     r  L  I  G  h  ,  . 

Suuji  round  tlic  sniouldcnnf,'  coinicil-firc 

Lay  swarthy  I'oi-ins  in  slnnilicr  drcp; 

And  soon,   wliilc   thry   in    hccdh'ss  sleep 
ANaited  the  ^deani  of  inoniin;,'  diiv, 

Fortli  like  a  l)arl)  from  Scythian  bow, 
Or  skippini;-  leaf  in  liuiTyini;  stonn, 
Sped  Oiinalinda's  lissom   form 

To  seize  her  oar  in  swift  canoe: 


Skille<l  with  the  oar  her  skitf  to  <;nido, 
To  launch,  to  dart,  to  voor,  to  <,dide. 
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As  rift  of  liglitiiiiig-  tliro'  the  murk 

Sli(!  pierced  the  waves  athwart  tlie  night, 
And  swift  as  sliiiuiuering  swallow-tliglit 

She  skimmed  l)ei\eath  eaeh  pendent  birk, 

Witli  flowing  liair  flung  to  the  breeze  — 
Witli  parted  lips  and  glowing  eye  .  .  . 
A  form  inspired ! 

'T  would  draw  a  sigh 

From  Raphael  or  Praxiteles : 

Eaeh  movement  fleet  tho'  seeming  slow; 
Sueh  grace  — tho'  (luick,  it  seemed  not  so! 

O'er  shingly  bar,  thro'  bay  and  reach, 
Darting,  she  skimmed  the  Genesee 
Till,  vcci-ed  ill  bend  beneath  the  lee. 

Her  proud  caiKx^  i-osc^  to  the  beach  — 
Proudly  as  though  it  knew  it  boi*e 
Queen  of  the  -woodland  to  her  shore! 

Then  up  the  l)ank  and  o'er  the  brae, 
Featly  she  tri[)t  as  chamois  light. 
And  lo !  sh(^  saw,  thro'  void  of  night, 

A  blazing  fagot,  far  away, 
Grleaming  upon  her  gladdened  sight. 
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Fleetly  she  went,  as  one  would  take 
Keprieve  to  niartvr  at  the  stake. 
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Behold!  — a  tent  in  yonder  ^hule, — 
And  there  her  lligiit  she  sudden  stayed. 

.  .  .  "Fly!  Hy,  O  Ehen  Stark!  — red,  re<l 
Shall  gleam  the  morning  dew!"  — she  said. 

Standing  before  that  M'akened  tent, 
Herald  she  seemed  from  heaven  sent. 

(Did  sh(^  thus  Avarn  her  fatliei-'s  foe  — 
A  traitor  *    Let  the  se(iu<'l  show.) 

Miraeulous  apparition  she!  — 
With  eyes  aglow  and  lips  apart; 
Another  tlian  bold  Eben's  heart 

Would  trembh;  in  timidity; 
But  Avcll  tliat  voice  and  form  he  knew 
And  her  warm  hand  in  jiis  he  drew. 

"Dear  one!"— said  Eben  — "licre  am  I 
With  tw(>nty  marksmen  lying  near, — 
Brave  Omifijinihi !  do  not  fear  — 

The:^e  i)ale-faee  warriors  never  fly; 
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No  craven  fear  e'er  ti-emblinj?  .stirred 
Their  rifles,  aimed  Ity  eyes  of  blue; 
Here  's  Ronald  Kent  witli  rifle  ti-iie 

Can  trim  the  win^  of  humming-bird!" 

Sudden  she  flushed. 

He  spoke  one  name 
That  mantled  o'er  her  che-'k  with  flame. 
Tho'  Eben  saw,  he  knew  not  why 
Quick  flushed  her  cheek,  and  glowed  her  eye. 

.  .  .  "Fearnot!"— he  .said— forme  ornune  — 
Nor  fear,  sweet  one,  for  thee  or  thine." 

She  only  answered,  brief  and  low: 
"Beware  at  morn  of  stealthy  tread!" 
Then  drew  her  hand  from  his,  and  sai<l : 
"Beware!...    My  task  is  done.    Tiro" 

"Heaven  be  thy  guide,  Iteloved!" 

He  said. 
And  to  his  lips  her  hand  he  i»ressed. 
Then  with  a  heart  in  strange  um-est 
She  turned,  and  thro'  the  darkness  fled. 
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The  forest's  gloom  was  iiauglit  to  her  — 
Auspicious  Hope  lior  Juirl>iug«'r! 
Onward,  intent  of  thouylit  slie  sjx'd, 
Wcigliing  each  word  that  Eben  said. 

One  name  lie  spoke  that  seemed  to  rise 
]Jim,  like  a  star  in  dusky  skies, 

From  out  the  mists  of  memory: 
A  dear  but  half-forgotten  word 
That  long  ago  she  often  heard 

From  Hps  tliat  breathed  it  t^Miderly. 
And  though  on  other  thoughts  intent, 
She  murmured  "Kox.vld"  as  she  wi-nt. 

Oft  gazed  she  rearward  to  the  tent, — 
Well-pleased  she  saw  a  fagot  swing— 
A  wheel  of  lii-e — a  tlaming  i-ing, 

Tolcen  of  love  undying,  meant! 

'T  was  Eben  swung  that  fagot  red — 
A  flaming  halo  I'ound  his  hea<l. 


A  moment  lingering  on  the  brae — 

To  view  once  more  the  whii'ling  brand, 
Then  down  the  bank,  and  to  the  strand, 

And  in  canoe  she  sped  away; 
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Swift  us  tlic  .shiiniueriiig  swallow-fli«f]it 
She  skimiiK'd  iK'nwith  cucli  pciidciit  l»irk, 
And  us  tilt'  lightiiiiii-'  thi'o'  the  iimrk 

She  i)ioivod  the  wuvcs  uthwurt  the  niglit. 

O'er  sliiiigly  l){,r,  tlii-o'  reucli  of  luiy, 
She  rounded  swift  the  bending  sliore 
To  mooring,  wlience,  an  liour  l.etV)ro 

With  eager  our  shts  dashed  away. 
Upon  the  heaeh,  like  hounding  doe, 
Again  ai-ose  liev  j)i-oiid  canoe. 

Stilly  sh(^  gained  li(>r  cedar  bower 
Above  the  river's  slielving  I»ank; 
And  soft  on  couch  of  gi-een  slie  sank 

To  feign  a  sk'ep  thre.igh  all  that  hour! 
None  of  that  shunbering  band  of  war 
Dreamt  of  a  sweet  couspirutor ! 

'Twixt  murnmrings  of  the  fitful  breeze 
Sh(>  heard  the  divaming  warriors  moan  ; 
They  recke.l  not  of  ev<"nts  unknown  — 

Of  i)lots,  intrigm's,  catastroi»hes : 
So  nigh  to  pei-il  we  repose* 
A  lurking  thoru  lies  'neath  the  rose! 


u. 


'I 


'Swift  as  the  shimmering  swallow-flight 
She  pierced  the  waves  athwart  the  night." 
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IV 

STRATAGEM. 

Astir  is  Ebon's  <'jnnp !  .  .  .  And  Imrk 
Tlio  liurryino'  t'ootstcijs  !    Ero  the  \\^\\\, 
Has  toucluMl  the  sublc  rohc  of  ]ii<;lit, 

Swift  with  liis  Land  ciimc  Elx-n  Stark 
Thro'  forests  <lini,  over  liill  and  dale, 
And  u])  the  I'ivci-'s  windino-  trail ; 

Ovor  t'raK  and  scaur  and  hrand.ly  fon 
Wary  tlicy  canu",  witli  rifles  keen, 
Till,  sudden  from  clitf"  o'er  (hu-k  mvine. 

They  ^aze  below:—     In  shadowy  glen 
Lo !  pi-onc  there  lay  round  tliekering  tire 

The  nmflk'd  forms  of  dusky  men  — 
A  score  of  braves  and  saehem-sire. 


Tlion  stealthy  down  the  craj^gy  steej» 
To  jutting  rock  and  bush  they  clino-— 
Noiseless  as  i)antliers  ere  they  si)ring 

Warily  .  .  , 

StealthUy  .  .  . 

Hushed,  they  creep 
Till  in  the  glen.    Ther.>,  in  array 
They  wait  the  first  pale  gleam  of  day. 
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They  Icurii  fi-om  ci'at'ty  fox,  wlio  takes 
Tlio  phi'usiuit  just  as  uioruiug  breaks.* 


Now  faintly  ])ak's  tlu'  «'asteni  sky 
When  lo  !  from  bower  above  ravine 
Doscemlinj;,  covei-tly,  unseen, 

(ilides  Onn.ilinda  warily; 

The  craji'gy  stee}»  dim-lit  with  j-low 
Of  lurid  caniij-fire  from  l)elow, 
That  tinjjcs  Avith  a  sauf-uine  lifi:ht 
Each  juttiii,y'  rock  and  shelvy  heij^ht. 
In  stunted  co[)se  of  sloe  oi-  j»ine 
Clinginj--  to  bush  or  pendent  vine 
She  ])auses  oft  —  with  fervid  glance 
Scanning  the  scene  Avith  vigilance. 

Then  noiseless  down  tli(>  cliff  she  glides, 
And  'neath  o'erhanging  crag  she  hides  — 
Unknown,  unseen  by  hostile  bands, 
In  peering  attitude  she  stands. 

Tlio  sapaoions  commander  will  siirprisp  the  enemy  by  fall- 
ing npon  their  oamps  just  before  il!iyl)re.il<." 

JOMINI,  Art  of  Wiir,  Chap,  xxxiv. 


STl{ATA<ii:M, 

vr 

Morn  liveaks!  .  .  . 

The  first  pale  f,'](>ain  of  lioht 
Biiii<j's  to  his  foot  tho  saj^ainoro 
And  scowlinj,^  l)antl,  of  bnivos  a  scotv,— 

lioliold  !  — 

In  bow-sliot  on  the  i'i<-iit 
BIank-ran«?o(l  and  bristliiif;  in  thoir  siglit 
Aiv  lovcllod  riMos  aiiniiij;'  koon 
At  ovoiy  hoart  of  tluit  rod  band  ! 


Vl\ 


Sudden  as  tliouj^dit,  Avitli  upraised  band 
That  nuiidon  rises  upon  tlio  scene, 
rp«j:azin<>'  as  if  to  lio-  were  sent 
A  message  from  the  lirniament ! 


Like  herald  of  heaven,  august  she  stands 
Witli  i)alms  outspi-ead  'gainst  friends  and  fo<"s, 
One  pahn  to  theso,  one  palm  to  those  — 

A  barrier  'twixt  the  hostile  bands. 


Red  waiTiovs  mai-vel  at  the  seeiic, 
(That  heavenly  maid,  those  rifles  keen,) 
They  quail.     They  bend  in  sup])liant  niien. 
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Tilt'  hi'iivt'st   limy  lilt'  wisest  bo, 
Aud  l)(»\v  tt)  fate's  siiprcniiicy. 

VIT 

Bvijijlit  Oiiiialiiiila  !  I't>rtli  slie  tript 
All  Viiiliaiit  ill  lit'f  lt»v('liii('ss, 
Smiliiij::,  aiitl  with  julvoit  udilrcss 

PVoni  Ix'iitlcil  1)ows  tiM'  stviiijjjs  slit'  slipt ! 
Aiitl  e'en  her  sire  new  siiiiliiitf  j^a/ed 
As  up  were  U'veHt'ti  rifles  raised! 

Hlie  ttxtk  the  sachem's  i)ipe  of  jteaee, 

And  lijyiiteil  it  with  flaniinj;'  1)raiid. 

.  .  .  Then  Ebeii  Stark  aiitl  his  brave  bund 
fjaiiu^  ftn'th  like  denii-jifods  t>f  (ireeee! 

And  all  that  dusky  ki"<'"1N  amazed, 

At  Ebeu  and  Ounalinda  ijazed. 


VIII 

Featly  as  fawn  with  timid  foot 
The  maiden  stept  to  Ebon  bravo ; 
Her  hand  to  him  she  smilinj;-  jj;avo. 

And  led  him  near  to  Kawanute. 
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With  filial  love,  so  iiicck,  so  calm, 
I'pgazcd  she  in  her  tntlicr's  lace; 
Aim!  with  a  <l()Vf-iikf,  gentle  grace, 

Til  his  sluj  laid  her  lovei-'s  )»altii ! 

<>  <iueeiily  woman!     A  sovereign  star 

{Smiling  athwart  the  gloom  of  war! 


IX 

TRUCE. 


Then  Ebon  Stark  and  Kawannte 
With  hand  in  hand  fraternal  stood: 
And  round  them  eanie  their  brotherhood  — 

The  iiale-face,  and  Jiioeeas'ined  foot. 


Yau'\\  l(»oks  at  each  in  wonderment 
And  weird  suspense . . .  Knchantment  strang<' ! 
AVhat  soHM'ry  hath  wi-ouglit  the  change/ 

"NMiat  power  occult  was  JiitJier  sent ;' 

Dark  eye  anrl  l)]ne  electric  UH't 

In  glistening  flashes  hence  and  thence: 
T  Was  LOVE  —  Earth's  one  omnipotence!  — 

And  thine  the  magic,  sweet  brunette! 
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Is  tlu'iH!  no  slindow  lui-kin^  tlioro 

With  scowling  brow?     Bewaro  —  beware! 

Now  down  they  sit  on  bonjjlis  of  green  — 
Pali'-face  and  dusk-  in  council  met, — 
Each  takes  in  turn  the  calumet 

In  silence  an<l  in  peace  serene; 

Their  eyes  on  her,  bright  woodland  lass!— 
Liglit  as  gazelle,  and  step  as  neat; 
Behind  her  t'airy-ski[>ping  feet 

Enamoiu'ed  I'ose  the  supide  gi'ass. 

A  charm  that  lit  her  modest  glance 
Lay  mirrored  in  her  lustrous  eye, — 
A  chaste  and  gentle  sorcery 

Kindled,  illumined  bv  romance. 

(Brighter  the  glanc(>  of  Love  may  be. 
Darker  the  brow  of  Jealousy!) 

The  Pipe  she  brings  the  sacln^n  grave, 
And  next,  in  turn,  eacli  warrior  hold  — 
Like  IIcIh'  to  the  gods  of  old!  — 

A  sweet  solatium  to  the  l)rav(> ; 

And  ciich,  while  wreaths  of  azure  rise, 

Sends  glance  to  her  from  t'  ;ider  eyes. 


OOXAK-TUE  SILENT    WARlilOlt.     JO') 

For  Eben  noxt  the  I^ipo  slic  lit, 
Witli  svviH'ti'i-  fraj.Tanc('  iilkxl  anew: 
But  sweott'i-,  Eben  tli()u,<ilit,  tlio  dew 

Her  crimson  lips  had  left  on  it! 

He  Avhiffs  the  graceful  tortile  rinirs 
And  coronals  of  i»eace  they  rise 
As  if  to  crown  and  solenniise 

A  convocation  of  the  kina-s  ' 

On  cui-ling  wings  of  l)hi,>  d,.j,art 
All  evil  spirit.s  from  the  heart !  * 


X 

O0NAK_THE    S  I  L  E  N  T   W  A  R  R  I  0  R  . 

Not  all  are  calm  .  .  . 

Not  all  sedate. 
With  sullen-lecM'ing  eye  is  one 

Among  tliat  scoiv  of  warriois  dnn 

Wlios(>  bosom  tiames  in  jealcms  Jiate, 

*  "Spo.hn.thevs!  us  m  ]iawk  flips  up  witi,  ,i  snako  in  liisclinvs. 
this  smoke  flies  awKV  witli  ;ill  Imd  tlioiiKlits  of  my  lieart.'' 

—  IIOLATA-EilATIILA's  cotmcH  speech. 
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With  darkliiiju:  brow,  forobodinj;  throat, 
That  warrior,  Ooiiak,  gloomed  askance  .  . . 
How  changed  since  leading  in  the  dance 

The  light  gazelle  —  the  trim  brunette! 

Is  this  that  silent  warrior  dark  — 
The  t'oemau  stern  of  Ehen  Stark  ? 


? 


'T  was  hut  a  moon  ago  roamed  he  — 

With  Onnalinda  wandering 

Thro'  wood  and  dell  of  daisied  spring 
And  l>y  the  gladsome  (leneseo; 
Hy  cove  and  covert,  brake  and  bower, 

Tliev  lingered  in  the  stai'ry  dew. 

And  often  in  their  light  canoe 
They  sailed  till  morning's  rosy  hour. 


(Oh,  Love! — thou  strange  anomaly! — 

A  nymph  to  smile  on  such  as  he ! 

'T  is  Beauty's  freak:— Of  old  't  was  said 

That  sooty  Vulcan  Venus  wed. 

Love  winks  at  pi-anks  and  freaks  like  these, 

And  laughs  at  contrarieties.) 
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Sojourner  lie,  and  Avhoiice  he  came 
A  mystery  lie  would  not  reveal; 
Even  Onnalinda's  soft  appeal 

He  answered  curt: 

"Oonak  my  name, 
Algonciuin  tribe." 

So  lii-us(iue,  then  mute. 
Across  the  Jiills  three  moons  airo 
He  boldly  came  with  blade  and  bow, 
And  joined  the  r.raves  (,f  Kawanute. 

When  questioned  els(>,  he  answer.-d  all 
With  "Ough"— a  muttered  #,nittural. 
"Have  you  papoose  or  Avife?"— asked  she; 
He  answere<l  "Ough,"  scjudchrally. 
Then  she,  to  banter:    "When  you  come 
To  win  a  niai<l«'n,  or  to  woo, 
Suppose  she  answers  '(higli'  to  you?" 
But  Oonak  sat  as  tui-tle  dund). 
'T  is  he!— of  whom  she  hinted  — "brave 
But  silent  as  a  forest  jjrave." 

She,  jestijiir  still  so  debonair: 

"You  ask,  have  T  a  }»ah'-face  swain,— 

Sujtpose  I  answer  so  a.o-aiii  !" 
But  duml)  he  sat,  with  sullen  stare. 
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.  .  .  AVith  nmnly  form,  l>ut  eye  of  lynx; 

Crafty  but  valmiit ;  words  but  tVnv; 

And  when  tlicy  sailed  in  their  canoe, 
Brij;']it  prattler  she,  and  he  a  spliinx. 
Hilenee  in  love,  forsooth,  thought  he, 
Gave  zest  to  its  felicity. 


XI 
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THE    TUMULI. 

The  tale  renew:  — 

As  Eheii  Stark 

Smiling  returned  the  calumet, 

lie  kissed  the  hand  of  the  brunt^tte. 
Behold !  what  thime  from  tiny  spark : 
As  match  to  bomb — a  mine  it  sprung!  — 

That  kiss  was  torch  to  Oonak's  rage. 

lie  spnuig !  .  .  .  Tlis  belt  as  battle-gage 
At  Eben's  feet  he  fiercely  Ihmg! 

Instant  in  camp  confusion  dii'e 
Of  tlu'eat  and  oath,  of  rage  and  scath, 
Of  eyes  agleam  'neatl     ^-ows  of  wratli  — 

A  kindling  i-ed  of  surging  fire. 


THE   TUMULT, 
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Firm  stood  lioi-oic  Ehoii  tlicn 

Wliilc  round  liim  ro«o  the  baleful  rage: 

"Coward!"  lie  cried:  "I  take  the  gag(> 
Aud  meet  you  where  you  will  and  when! 
Is  it  to  fright  this  tender  maid  — 
Is  this  a  time  for  clownish  fray  l 
Base  coward!  come— I  lead  the  Avay— 
Take  bow  or  blade  to  yonder  glade !  -' 

No  coward  Oonak.     Flashed  his  look 
With  rage,  and  hate's  malignant  glare. 
Then  forth,  as  lions  from  their  lair, 

To  ghastly  glade  their  way  they  took'. 
And  following  tlu'm,  in  sohnnn  i)ace, 
Went  Saxon  band  and  dusky  face. 

Poor  Onnalinda  —  stricken  dov.^- 
Shi-ank  trembling  to  h<>r  father's  arm  — 
But  powerless  he  to  ,|uell  the  alarm  — 

The  clashing  feud  of  Rate  an  1  Love. 

With  hands  upraised  to  te;irful  (yes 
The  impending  s,(>n(^  of  d,.ath  to  dim, 
Pale  Onnalinda  followed  him  — 

Beseeching  him  with  sobs  and  sighs. 


5 


130 


ONNALiyjiA. 


.  .  .  The  maddening  flames  of  jealous  rage 
Ev'n  Beauty's  tears  cannot  assuage. 

"  Ho !  warriors,  cease  ! " 

Tlie  chieftain  cried  — 
"What  boots  this  wihl  uproar  and  brawl? 

My  camp  and  court  a  carnival  ? 
Who  breaks  this  truce  let  woe  betide ! " 

"  Be  calm,  0  chief ! "  said  El)en  brave  — 
"  I  know  no  truce  in  sight  of  shame ; 

This  lout,  not  I,  must  l^ear  the  blame ; 
And  woo  betide  the  boorish  knave ! 
Hither  I  came  from  realm  afar 

With  worthy  knights  of  brawn  and  brain; 

No  record  bleared  with  evil  stain 
Is  ours,  in  council  or  in  war. 
This  base  intruder  in  yoiu-  tribe 

Has  flung  liis  chaflenge  at  my  feet ; 

And  here  with  ])lade  his  l)lade  I  meet. 
With  scorn  his  scoff,  Avitli  taunt  his  gibe ! 
This  damsel  .  .  .  woi'thy  of  her  sire !  — 

Bright  fairy  of  the  blooming  glade ! 

Her  eye  incites  my  eager  blade 
And  lights  my  heart  with  wonted  fire ! 
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...  No  truce  I  break,  save  with  yoii  knave 
Who  brought  the  houoiu-ed  Pipe  to  shame. 
Thiuk  you  I  crouch  like  dastard  tame? 
No !  man  to  man,  and  glaive  to  glaive. 
We  twain  shall  end  this  craven  feud 
Ev'n  now,  and  here ! " 

He  ceased. 

With  glance 
Of  tiger  Oonak  glared  askance 
Where  Onnalinda  shrinking  stood. 


(One  saw  that  glance.    Did  Konald  Kent 
Know  it  of  old,  and  what  it  meant  f) 

Ah !  who  his  dai'k  intent  could  know  ? 
To  mingle  on  the  trampled  sod 
His  own  and  Onnalinda's  blood 

Ere  he  should  fall  by  Saxon  foe  i 
Did  Oonak  fear  the  dire  event  — 
The  risk  of  war's  arbitrament  ? 


Like  panther  fleet  with  fell  design 
Sprang  Oonak,  darting  to  the  maid, 
Wliirling  aloft  his  flashing  l)lade  — 

A  hideous  ghoul  incarnadine ! 
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An  iustuut  hung  that  knife  ulihorred 
O'er  swooning-  nuiid  in  teiTor  bunt 
When,  I'lNU  ! 

—  n  shot  from  Ronald  Kont' 

(Wlio  trims  tho  wing  of  liumming-l)ir(l !) 

Tlie  bhide  flow  circling  in  mid  air  — 
Cut  sheer  from  hilt  in  ( )onak's  hand : 
Astounded,  chief  and  warriors  stand, 

And  pale  in  nuite  anuizemeut,  stare. 

Like  gorgon  dire  with  eyes  of  fire 
Stands  baffled  Oouak  in  his  ire. 


XII 

One  moment  in  uncertain  di'ead 
Confused  they  gaze ;  when  lo !  ...  on  all 
Amazement  new  and  marvels  fall 

Like  spectr(>  sudden  :  A  charging  steed 

Dashes  amidst  the  startled  thi'ong! 
Reined  by  a  maid  of  l)earing  high 
Witli  fearless  hand  and  flashing  eye, 

And  Indian  trappings  round  her  flung. 
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Her  glinting  pluna-let  bowed  and  swayt'd 
Whilo  charger  pranced  in  proud  parade. 

One  look  slie  gave  at  Oonak  grim, — 

He  cowered  in  awe,  as  though  her  glance 
Transfixed  his  heart  like  glittering  lance  — 

With  words  of  scorn  addressing  hin) : 

"  Base  traitor  !  . . . 

Vile  and  cruel  knave  ! 
Think  not  I  follow  in  yoiir  track 
To  win  a  skulking  traitor  hack  : 
I  scorn  you  ... 

Spurn  you  .  .  . 

(V)ward!  — Slave!" 

She  paused.   A  silence  deep  .  .  .  Like  group 
Of  figures  cut  in  niarl)le  white 
They  gaze  on  her  Avith  filmy  sight, 

Wliile  guilty  eyes  of  Oonuk  droop. 


Wliat  grace  of  movement  and  of  mien! 
As  queen  upon  her  throne  of  state. 
She  cahnly  on  her  palfrey  sate, 

And  tranquil  viewed  the  troubled  scene. 
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(Jool  Roiuild  stood  —  so  calmly  proud, 
R(3-cluu'ging  now  his  rillo  tmc ; 
But  ouce  an  upward  glance  ho  throw 

To  that  bright  plunich't  as  it  T)ow('d ; 
And  she,  that  maiden,  smiling  sent 
A  bi-ighter  glance  to  Ronald  Kent. 


"On  yonder  hill''  — (the  maid  renewed, 
While  Onnalinda,  ga/ing  mute, 
'Twixt  Eben  Stark  and  Kawainite, 

Flushed  with  reviving  pulses,  stood.) 
"  On  yonder  hill  I  lost  my  way. 
I  came  from  nughty  tribe  afar. 
My  comrades  few,  are  knights  of  war. 

We  roamed  in  joust  and  in  foray 

To  this  sweet  dale  of  daffodil. 
.  .  ,  This  morn  from  camp,  alone  I  rode, 
And  heedless  strayed  thro'  fragrant  wood. 

And  lost  my  way. 

From  yonder  hill 

I  saw  the  strife,  I  knew  the  cause,— 
My  heart,  inured,  quick  told  me  this : 
Wherever  is  evil,  Oonak  is; 

Wherever  is  sorrow,  Oonak  was. 
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Hither  on  wiufjfed  steed  I  flew, 
And,  swiftly  iieai'iiifj:,  soon  I  xnw 
The  deadly  feud,  the  wild  fracas, 

Aud  rescue  shot  from  rifle  true." 
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(She  sjniled  at  Ronald,  and  it  gave 
His  cheek  a  tinjjje  of  sudden  bliss; 
.  .  .  What  thing  on  earth  so  briglit  as  this: 

A  glance  of  Beauty  on  the  Brave!) 

Tlien  turning  to  cliief  Kawanute, 
Proudly  she  s]»oke,  and  rc'solute ; 
And  he,  jn-oud  Iroijuois,  gave  ear 
To  her  whose  tribe  lu^  scorned  to  hear; 
For  as  the  Greeks  warred  epic  Troy 
The  Algonquins  warred  the  Ii-oquois: 

"  Daughter  am  I  of  chieftain  brave 

Of  the  Algoncjuin  tiibe  afar; 

This  Oonak  named  me  'Glinting  Star' 
When  he  to  me  this  wampum  gave, 
Whicli  now  beneatli  liis  feet  I  fling. 

To  make  fit  nest  for  rattlesnake 

Like  gi-ovelling  Oonak,  wlio  would  make 
My  heart  a  nest  for  ravaging. 
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"lie  would  not  woo  like  iioblo  bnivo  — 
With  tender  words  mul  yullunt  deeds; 
But  with  his  waiiii>um-triiiket-beads 

His  passion  sought  to  win  ii  slave; 

The  sentry  of  my  heart's  sto(*ka<le  — 
Virtue — with  jjjuile  he  sought  to  entice, 
Then  eai>tlve  take,  and  sacrifice 

All  treasures  in  the  ]>alisadc. 

"A  maiden's  heart  to  him  was  not 

A  ros»!  to  treasui'e  sweet  and  i»ure; 

'T  was  but  u  lentil  for  a  boor  — 
A  jjiarlic  for  a  greedy  sot. 
The  purity  he  dare  not  stain 

He  soufj^ht  to  blast  by  chiUinj;:  slijj;ht  .  . 

My  h<>art  T  keep  from  stain  or  blight 
And  x>nre  it  ever  shall  remahi. 
lirirnir.  of  him  irhcii  he  is  iinitr, — 
'7'  is  silence  of  the  pauther\^  foot  !^ 

She  drew  the  r<'in, — 

Flung  back  her  hair, 
At  Oonak  glanced  with  Hashing  eye, 
And  finger  pointing  scornfully, 

Kepeating  with  impassioned  air: 
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"Base  truitor!  — 

Vilo,  and  cruol  knave! 
Think  not  1  follow  in  your  tnick 
Witli  tears  to  win  a  traitor  back: 
I  s<.'(jrn  you  .  .  . 

Si»u)-ii  you  .  .  . 

Coward!   slave!" 

The  rein  slie  drew, — 

Her  }>alt'rey  Hew, 
A  thistledown  hefore  the  blast. 
They  <rii/«.d;  but  Koiudd  wonderiufj:  cast 
A  look  confused.  .  .  . 

"Who  is  she — who  t 
()  lu-art!"— li(>  sighed. 

"  What  conld  it  mean, 
Tliat  j;hmce  of  the  Alj^iuaiuin  (ineen  ? " 


And  fjazed  he  still  with  Avonih'riiiy  eve 
Till,  haply  starth'd,  soon  he  sees 
Her  i»luiiie  uplifted  by  the  breeze 

And  far  behind  her  palfrey  fly;  — 

He  starts  as  if  from  dreamy  trance  — 
O  Ronald!— Blessed  circumstance! — 
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O  liai»i)y  cliiincc!     As  forth  lie  spoods, 
Wo  follow  in  his  i)iith  afar, 
Leaving  the  council  stern  of  war 

To  judge  of  Oonak  ami  his  deeds;  — 

What(,''er  the  sentence,  let  it  he 

The  knell  of  vile  dui>h'.'ity. 


Ronald,  ho  fli(>s  on  eager  feet 

To  find  tlie  ]»lnnie. 

0  happy  wight — 

O  hlessed  hreeze  that  winged  its  ilight  !  .  . 
Or  was  it  ruse  of  maiden  sweet  / 

Her  palfrey  Avheels,     Ronald  she  sees. 
Had  she  forecast  that  he  would  come 
AVith  knightly  grace  to  find  the  plume  l 

O  Love's  ai'ch  ingomiities ! 


Sh)W  she  i-eturns  wiih  downcast  eye 
As  if  in  searcli—  as  if  inclined 
To  find  what  she  hoped  not  to  find. 
()  love  —  thou  ma/.',  thou  Afystery  !  — 
One  word  alone  can  compass  thee: 
Tut  ompri'lionsibility ! 
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'The  craggy  ^t'-ep  dim-lit  vith  clow  • 

Of  lukio  campfire  from  below." 
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XIII 

"GLINTING     STAR"     AND     RONALD. 

They  meet.  ... 

He  bows.  .  .  . 

So  sweet  slie  smiles 
His  heart  beats  plaudits  to  the  wind 
That  whirled  lier  plume  so  far  l>ehiiid, — 
He  Avished  it  whirled  for  miles,  and  miles !  — 
To  search  with  her  thro'  j^len  and  grove, 
Thro'  tangled  copse,  by  tarn  and  cove. 

(With  LOVE  to  guid(>,  in  lovers'  ({uest 
The  impossible  seems  always  best !) 

Forth  Ronald  by  her  i)alfrey  strod(\ 

Striet  search  he  feigned,  and  ho[)ed  that  she 
Would,  for  the  nonce,  be  blind  as  he! 

And  thro'  the  hazel-eopso  she  rode: 

Thro'  dale  and  dingl(^,  ])Ush  and  bi-ake, 

They  '.wandered,  loitering,  down  and  back  — 
But  cicju'  they  kept  from  beaten  ti-ack !  — 

Bright  i)lumelet !  was  it  for  thy  sake  I 
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Then,  gazing  fuvtivoly  around, 
IIo  thought  she  knew  ho  thought  she  know 
Wlicre  lay  tlio  i)hnnolot  full  in  view, 

And  (foignod  surprise!)  Iho  i)luni('  ho  found. 

Witli  tondor  hand  h<'  lit'tod  it  — 
Pi'cmd  badge!  for  knight  a  guerdon  fit  — 
And,  giving  it  with  hund)lo  grace, 
Closer  he  scanned  hei*  charming  face; 
Deep  in  her  eves'  soft  depths  there  shone 
A  light  that  kindUul  with  his  own ; 
And  gazed  he,  nuite  and  motionless, 
Into  those  di'pths  of  tenderness. 
...  As  one  in  silent  revery 
Gazes  with  absent,  fixed  eye, 
Striving  to  catch,  in  gliinpses  fleet. 
Visions  tliat  rise  in  memory  sweet. 
So  KonaM  seemed,  as  tho'  his  gaze 
Caughl   .1  bright  glhupse  of  other  days; 
And  thoughts  of  yore  eame  thronging  fast, 
Filled  with  dim  visions  of  tlu;  past. 

She  smiled  .  .  .  Her  eyelids  droo|>ing  mcH'k  — 
Those  long,  dark  lashes  on  her  cheek  — 
And  ovoi-  her  face  there  came  and  went 
The  i-oddening  flushes  turbulent, 
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As  if  lici-  pulses  su(l(k'n  leapt, 

Startled  with  thoughts  that  long  had  slept. 


So  st]'ang(>  that  smile  she  feigned  to  hide 
It  told  him  all. 

"()  heaven!"  he  eried  — 
"'T  is  she!  't  is  she!" 

And  to  his  l)reast 
Her  yielding  form  he  wildly  i>rest ! 
And  on  his  heart  her  face  in  tears 

Was  smothered  in  a  hlest  relief, — 
Her  love  imeluinged  thro'  all  the  years. 

True  daughter  of  th(>  AlgoiKiuin  chief! 
That  little  girl  — that  bud  maroon!  — 
Thro'  years  liad  grown,  'neatli  suns  of  June, 
And  now  l>y  Konald's  side  slie  stood, 
The  r-os.',  full-bloomed,  of  womanhood! 
Up  from  those  buried  Junes  arise. 
Thronging,  a  thousand  memories; 
Those  far-off  y(>ai's  when,  captive,  he 
Fii-st  drew  her  teai's  of  sympathy; 
That  first  long  night  of  sobbing  grief 
In  camp  of  tho  Algonquin  chief; 
That  sweet  relief  when  first  he  knew. 
When  he  was  crying,  she  cried  too ! 
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They  tliouji'lit  of  all  those  tciidcv  yours 
That  rost'  in  smiles  to  set  in  tears  — 
Biij^ht  skies  of  youtli,  with  ineiiace  flecked, 
They  view  in  happy  retrospect; 
Dear  days  of  old,  Avheu  he  would  teach 

And  she  (l)i'i«;'ht  pupil !)  learned  so  well 
She  knew  the  sweetest  part  of  speech, 

And  read  his  heart  ere  she  eouhl  siiell! 
Then,  ah !  those  <lays  that  darker  ji;rew 
With  tears,  to  dim  their  sunny  blue ; 
When  that  mute  warrior's  wily  plot 

With  liate  and  dark  intiigm^  was  phuined ; 
And  throu>;-h  th'  Al^on(|uin  chief  he  sought 

By  strataji'em  to  win  her  hand. 
— And  ah!  that  night  Avheu  last  they  met 

And  all  the  pangs  of  sorrow  knew: 
When  tears  of  hlank  despair  heset 

The  clinging  anguish  of  adieu! 

Thus  Konald  and  the  (Hinting  Star, 
His  only  love  —  his  first,  his  last  — 
After  the  long,  long  years,  o'ercast 
With  lowering  clouds  of  dark  despair, 
So  happily  and  so  strangely  there 
Meet  in  a  fond  embrace  at  last. 
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To  tlit'iii  tliis  i'(>('07np('u,so  was  jiivcii 
For  (hilt  dark  iii,o'lit  of  Ion,!;-  a^'o  — 

When  ycarjiln^r  j-a/''  tlicy  sent  to  Ileuvcu, 
Prayiiif-'  in  a,i>'oiiy  of  wo<': 

Tlic  ra]»tiii f  tliat  iii('('tiii<i'  thoro 

Was  tk-  .aiswor  to  tlioir  yearning  prayer. 


Aud  now  tlu'o'  hazel-copse  tliey  sti'ay, 

In  eon  verse  of  the  days  gone  l»y; 
In  gladsome  mood  th(>y  wend  tlieii-  way 

To  yonder  \ine-elad  eaiio])y; 
And  there  they  sit,  liei-  hand  in  his, 
Kocounting  wondrons  histories 
Of  lives  eventfnl.     nap])y  twain!  — 
Who  met  — Avlio  parted— met  again. 
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With  eyes  n])tnrned  inqniringly 

To  Eonald  now,  thus  questioned  she 

Of  scene  so  nigh  a  tragedy: 
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OLTNTIXli    STAR. 

^\lio  is  tlie  maiil  T  saw  to-day 

Whom  v(Migeful  Oonak  souglit  to  slav  ? 
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UdNAI.I). 


Tho  t'hicftuiu's  duufihtcf— hif^liboni  maid. 
Haply  tho  ball  outstript  tiie  blade! 

OlilNTINU    STAR. 

Then  slio  is  not  your  sislor? 

KONAM). 

Mine  I 
Would  T  could  call  tho  heroine 
By  name  so  tender.     Sister  ?    No. 
Wliy  ask  me? 

GLINTING  STAR. 

She  reseral)los  you  — 
A  Saxon  voice,  a  Saxon  hue. 

KONALD. 

Oh,  flattery!  'T  would  please  a  king- 
To  be  like  her  in  any  thing' ! 
You  saw  our  captain!    He  M  forswear 
His  name,  fame,  all  the  world  for  her  — 
To  b(>  her  humble  worshipptM-l 
Last  night  he  told  such  tales  I  laughed. 
And  told  him  she  would  turn  him  daft! 
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Tin  said  slic  was  of  ik,!,!,.  1,1,,o(1, 
This  ]»ivtty  mfiidcii  of  the  wood  I 

(fUN-rrXO    STAR. 

►She  has  a  look,  ji  j-viitlc  <^Ta('o 
Botokc'uiug  a  noblo  race. 


RONAI.I). 

Yes,— Imt  ho  says  tliis  Indian  <;irl 

Cun  claim  a  ^nindsirc  in  an  carl  ! 

Such  chiiin  what  hoots  it  to  pivfci- 

If  carl  shall  make  no  claim  for  her/ 

What  if  I  too  should  chiim  to  he 

Earl's  Ki'Jtiidson,  and  he  claim  not  me! 

.  .  .  And  then  he  prates  of  coi'onet 

Where  "pearls  al.ove  the  leaves  are  set,"— 

A  thousand  such  fantastic  fancies 

Flash  thro'  his  brain  from  Beauty's  <>lances 

You  know  the  tah'  that,  lono-  j,yo. 

At  quiet  eve  I  read  to  you  — 

An  ancient  tale  of  Love  and  Arms, 

Of  heroes  bold  and  Beauty's  charms: 

A  lovely  nymph,  who,  in  that  ajje, 

Set  king  and  warrior  in  a  rage  — 
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The  sovorcijfn  made  her  swo<»t  alliaiici', 
And  set  the  warrior  at  (IcHaiico. 
The  hero  flung  his  armour  down  — 
He  cared  no  nior»>  for  kinj?  or  crown—" 
Tliat  nyni{»li  was  dearer  than  I'cnown. 
.  .  .  A  sounding  talc;  mul  tho'  't  is  true, 
'T  is  nothing  strange,  and  nothing  new, 
For  hero  's  another  tale  of  Ti-oy — 
Another  nymph:  that  Iro<iU(Ms! — 
Our  captain  will  aver  that  she  is 
A  sweeter  rose  than  loved  Briscis!* 
He  calls  her,  "  Onnalinda  sweet — 
A  i)aragon  from  face  to  feet ! " 

ULINTIXd   STAR. 

She  's  charming  .  .  . 

I  have  lieard  it  said 
That  Saxons,  rich  and  nol>le-bred, 
Have  images  of  such  as  she, 
And  hold  them  in  idolatry. 

KONALD. 

Ah!  you  remember,  long  ago, 
That  little  disk  of  cameo? 

•  "  The  loved  Brispis,  like  the  blooming  rose." 

— lUAU,  Book  XIX 
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«inco  tliat  sjMl  night  you  p.vc  it  „,(, 
Kach  .lay  I  've  |,|,.st  y,„i  Icid.'rly,— 
You  Iittl('  knew  the  tivasuiv  hid 
'Neath  stM-rct  s])ririK  "Jid  tiny  lid  I 

»H,INTIN(f    STAR. 

As  kc('j..sal«'  of  it  hist  ndi.'u  — 
'T  was  all  I  had  — I  gave  it  you. 

HONALI). 

You  little  knew  its  tiny  spa<'e 
Held  worlds  for  nie; 

A   sweet,  dear  face! 
Within  niy  hosom,  her.-,  it  lies 
Sacred,  unseen  hy  otlu'r  eyes. 
Look  !  see  you  this  ? . . .  its  sprin-  <-oncealed . . . 
Behold  !— 

My  mother's  face  revealed  I 

(il.INTINO  STAR. 

Sweet  faee!  't  is  like  — 


HONALD. 


—  but,  pardon  me, 
Whence  came  the  disk  ?    Who  gave  it  thee .' 
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T  was  Ooiiuk  —  wlicii  with  In-ibery 
And  plot  he  souglit  to  entaiigU'  nio. 
'T  was  found  long  years  before,  lie  said, — 
'T  was  when  yon  first  were  eaptivo  led. 
'T  was  in  a  glade  where  hostile  raid 
Biu'st  on  oiu'  trilte  from  anibuscadi* ; 
They  captive  seized  a  woman  jtale, 
And  hurried  her  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Next  day,  in  glade,  upon  the  ground 
That  disk  the  dusky  Oonak  found. 

RONALD. 

My  mother!  O  my  mother!  .  .  .  Years 
But  sanctify  that  face  with  tears. 

OLINTlXd  STAK. 

Her  face — how  strange.  .  .  . 

On  closer  view 
Though  it  is  like  .  .  .  yes,  much  lik«<  you, 
'T  is  more  like  her  I  saw  to-<lay 
Whom  cruel  Oonak  sought  to  slay  — 
Her  you  call  "  ( )nnalinda  sweet." 
Look!  .  .  . 

Is  the  likeness  not  complete? 


OONAK. 
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Ronald  no  answor  mado.    He  sate 
(fazinj?  and  pondcnnjif  silently 

As  one  who  strives  to  read  his  fate 
In  the  dim  blank  of  vaeancy. 

Long  time  his  mother's  faee  he  viewed 
In  revery  and  solicitnde — 
A  vague  suspensi^  lu>  could  not  hide 
Though  one  beloved  was  by  his  side. 

—Here  leave  the  twain.     We  meet  again. 
Ah !  may  they  !»<•  as  liappy  then ! 
Our  steps  we  turn — 't  is  dnnving  late — 
We  speed  to  learn  of  Oonak's  fate. 


XIV 


OONAK. 


The  sun  is  low.  .  .  . 

The  winds  are  mute.  .  .  , 

We  near  the  group  in  council  met. 

By  Eben  sits  the  l)right  bi-unette, 
And  nigh  them,  judge-like,  Kawanute. 


I 
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lu  tliongs  of  nioosc-burk,  Oonak,  bound, 
Before  tli<^  judge  Khriiiks  glowering  grim, 
Wliilo  silent  either  side  of  him 

The  dusk-  and  pale-faee  gather  round. 

Rises  the  chief.    His  outstretched  hand 
At  Oonak  points.    A  potentate 
With  voice  oracular,  mieu  sedate: 

"You  man  of  lies! — 

Here  l)ouiid  you  stand, 
Like  crouching  dog  red-stained  with  lilood. 
By  truth  and  law  you  have  been  tried  — 
By  truth  and  law  which  you  defied. 
Oonak  !  what  now  f    Speak !  if  you  would." 

A  guttural  "om///*"  came  his  rejily; 
And  a  scowling  glance  afar  he  sent 
Wliere  (Hinting  Star  an<l  Ronald  Avent,— 

A  fiendish  vengeance  in  his  eye. 

Dumb  Oonak !  silence  fits  you  well. 

Dumb  Oonak — sphinx  insci"utabl(> ! 

Ho  who  says  aught  wlu'u  naught  to  say 

May  prattle  when  ho  ought  to  pray  I 
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Indipfiiant  rose  the  chicftaiu's  iro 
And  flasliod  his  eyes'  aveii^niiK  fii'^i 
As  steruly  to  his  braves  he  said: 


"Take  ye  tliis  Ooiuik  forth  strai^ditvvay ! 
If  set'ii  ahve,  heuee  from  to-day, 

Two  of  your  lives  are  foi-feited. 

And  ye  —  " 

—  Here  sudden  tlie  brunette 
Upon  her  su-e  laid  gentle  hand 
As  if  to  break  the  stern   coniniaiid ; 

With  tender  voice,  and  dark  eyes  wet. 

Some  words  she  spoke  in  earnest  plea 
That  touched  with  light  his  brow  of  gloom— 
(A  ray  of  hope  for  Oonak's  doom  f) 

He  paused  ...  Ho  stood  reflectively. 

Then  spoke: 

"  Bad  Oonak !  tho'  you  give 
No  heed  to  woman's  prayer  or  tear, 
Henceforth,  T  know,  you'll  hold  thtni  deai-: 

I  speak — you  die:    She  prays — you  live! 

Your  life  I  spar(\    Quick,  yonder  go 
On  foxes'  feet! — no  laggard  i)ace — 
And  join  your  vile  Algonquin  race 

Afar  beyond  the  Ontario  .  .  . 


T 
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Hold!  .  .  .  Eiv  you  jfo,  your  rur  I  nick  — 
Like  wliito  uuin's  slu'cj* — with  forked  our 
I  murk  yim  well! 

(jouio  no  inoro  liero: 

You  oomo  a^uiii,  and  die!    Go  —  (juick!" 

(  ...  If  tln'i-«'  's  ono  man  for  Ilcavon  unfit, 
Truly,  it  is  tlu!  Ilypocrito! 
...  If  ono  can  merit  a  wourjco  inlnnnan, 
'T  is  knuvo  who  wins  and  flouts  a  woman.) 


ftloworinff  ar)und,  with  sullen  tread 
Went  Uonak  on  his  lonely  way. 
Nijjht  with  her  mantle  dusk  and  p'ay 

O'er  wood  and  gludo  a  glamoui'  spread. 


XV 

Wliile  to  the  camp  as  finn  allies 
Keturn  the  j^'oups  of  either  race, 
We  f»»llow  Oonak's  crafty  pace. 

Mistrustful  of  his  vengeful  eyes. 
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Lurking  ho  went  liis  devious  way 
By  reedy  eove  niid  eoverl   dim  ; 
The  h.weiiiiK  shades  (,f  nijri,t  t<,  hiiu 
Were  ^'ohliii-wraitlis  that  seemed  to  suy: 
"Wo  'ro  jrl,„sts  of  luiried  h)ve  . . ,  We  come 

To  follow  Ooiiak  to  his  doom!" 
Each  swayinj;  Lou^h  — a  spe.-tral  shade- 
To  liim  a  mock  olteisaiiee  made. 
Seowlinjr  l„.  went  his  <larkliii;r  way, 
CVin^dnj;  at  jihaiitojns  risin^r  ^r,.j,„. 
Till  haltiiijr  short,  .  .  .  „s  if  to  him 
A  demon  shrieked  n  sudden  stay! 
With  (juiverinj,'  i.alm  ahove  liis  eyes 
Around  he  scowled  with  fieiKJish  Khire, 
Then  from  his  i)ath  struek  an^'ular. 
On  stealthy  step  and  (hirk  enipriso 
Skulkinj,'  he  went.     With  lurid  face 
Cadaverous  in  the  m<»oirs  wan  ray 
Like  couj?ar  creeping  to  his  j.rey 
rrejtt  Oonak  on  his  crafty  pace. 
With  wary  hand  each  twig  and  hougli 
Ho  parts.     He  creeps  (.n  l.ended  knee. 
Ho  halts  .  .  .  He  listens  .  .  . 

Can  it  ]»e 
The  hum  of  hreoze  — or  voices  low? 
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Is  it  somo  happy  rural  Hvvjiiii 
Who  wanders  hither  with  his  lovo 
To  lin|;«'r  in  the  liazel->;rove 

'Neatli  ha|>py  stars  f — All !  luipU'ss  twain  ! 


Near  and  more  near,  and  stealtliier  yet 
Croueliinj;  lie  creeps  on  (piivt'riiiff  knee. 
On  yonder  vine-clad  canopy 

His  gloating  tiger-eyes  aro  set. 


A  voice  he  hears  that  Trom  afar 
Recalls  the  tender  days  of  old, 
Ero  love  too  hold  grew  harsh  an<l  cold- 
Chilling  the  heart  of  (Hinting  Star. 


'  I 


(.  .  .  Ah  !  maiden  of  the  rosy  lip : 
A  swain  loves  most  when  most  in  doubt,- 
Keep  him  just  NEAit,  Auorxi),  ahout; 

Wo  firmest  hold  what  seems  to  slip. 

.  .  .  Would  you  a  lover  fervent  keep  f 
Oft  let  love's  fire  bum  low  and  faint, — 
Beneath  the  ashes  of  restraint 

Subdue  its  flame,  and  let  it  sleep.) 


OONAK. 
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Ooiiuk  a  ji'wt'l  would  not  i>vm^ 
I'litil  't  was  (h'ur  to  otlnT  eyes: 
Aiul  us  lu'  suw  Iht  love  expire 
Ills  love  arose  in  madileiiing  lire! 


Listeiiinjj:  .  .  . 

Halting  .  .  . 

He  (ireeps  along  .  . 
Again  that  voice  I  —  a  tender  <'ry  — 
A  wail  of  wakened  meniorv ; 
It  is  a  maidt'n's  tender  song: 


1 

Calm  na  the  iiifrht 

Was  lii'iirt  of  iniiu', 
Lulled  in  tlu-  \in\\t 

Of  (lay's  (lecliiic. 
No  l)ri'«'/.«'s  stirred 

The  folded  wiiifj 
Of  dreamiiifj  bird 

Soft  sliinilteriii^, 
Like  lieurt  of  mine  — 
0  heart  of  miue ! 


Lovo  came  and  broke 

Tlie  slumber  deeji  — 
The  bird  awoke 

From  lia|i]iy  .sleep, 
Hurtled  its  winj; 

In  wild  unrest  — 
A  cruel  stinjr 

Was  in   its  lireast, 
Like  heart  of  mine  — 
0  heart  of  mine  ! 


Then  ceased  the  tender  song;  Itiit  soon 
Is  heard  a  voice  of  deeper  toue. 


i 
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THE    Erj  COUNTER 

Now  flimit's  grim  Ooimk  in  liis  ire! 

Another  voin- 1    Cnliii  voico  aiid  low, — 

And  can  it  Im-  his  luitctl  foe  .* 
The  llionglil  turns  all  his  tVaiiH'  to  fire  ! 

SiuMcn  he  rises  .  .  . 

('lost'  is  ]\v 
Upon  the  vine-clad  caiKVjiy. 

lie  leaps — he  sprinjjjs  like  Iteast  of  prey. 

He  fiercely  clasps  his  foe  ai'onnd  ! 

Clenched  fast  they  fall  ujion  the  {jjround. 
They  struggle  wild  in  tleadly  fray  .  .  . 

Ronald — 't  is  he! 

Keen  Oonak  found 
Tho  prey  ho  tracked  lik<'  sid»tle  homid. 
O  liajiless  maiden  —  (Jlinting  Star! 

Of  no  avail  thy  shriek  and  wail ; 

And  Ronald's  aim  of  no  avail  — 
To  trim  the  wing  of  bii'd  afar. 


Till-:  i:  scar  ST  1:11. 
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Wan   fiU't'H  'rinitli   I  lie  gliaslly  nionii 

(iriii  iiciulisli. 

(iras|H(l  ill  (Inidly  riciicli, 

With  Krapplt'd  lonns  tli,.y  ycrk,  tlicy  wiviicli, 
Tlu-y  turn,  llicy  n.ll,  in  sfru;;^'!.'  [.roiir. 

Ah!  KnnaM — wlmt  a  rliaiip>  is  conio 
From  tender  <lallian<M-  M.t't  and  swct-f ! 
And,  waninjr  Star!— (Sod  hrlp  thcr  n t 

iNTriiancc  thine  own  and  Roiiuld's  doom. 

IniiM'tiioiis  strife  in  even  seale: 

Tliey  i»ause  .  .  .  They  hivafhe  .  .  . 

They  close  aji^aiii. 
They  roll,  they  writhe,  they  strike,  they  stiain. 

^lidst  groans  are  heard  the  maiden's  wail. 

Faint  with  the  terrors  of  the  fray 

She  shuddered,  moaninjr  in  dismav. 


Ilnrd  pressed  is  lionald  —  sinking;  fast. 
The  o<;re  Ooiiak  o'er  him  lies 
With  riirid  ^n-as|»  and  llamin'-'  eyes, — 

Ah  !  must  hrave  l\*oiiaId  yield  at  hist  ? 

Her  cry  h'  heai-s  !  —  His  arm  he  wields  — 

If  yield  he  must,  to  Death  he  yields! 
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That  shriek  of  maid  norves  every  Umb ! 

His  thews  j?ive  quick  convulsive  tliroe ! 

He  sprin{?s — he  whirls  the  fiend  Itelow! 
.  .  .  And  Oonak  sinks  ajjhast  and  ^y\\\\. 

—  Ho  ends  that  warrior's  dark  career. 
Held  finn  to  earth  he  silent  lies. 
And  all  is  silent  save  th(»  cries 

Of  stricken  maid  in  shudderhijj;  fear; 
These  die  away  in  quivering?  moan 
Like  eveninjj:  breeze's  dyinj;;  croon. 

And  Konahl  now  with  huntinjj:-blade 
Takes  trophy  from  his  vanquished  foe — 
Grhn  souvenir — in  pi'oof  to  show 

The  fate  of  Oonak,  reneji^ade! 


Brave  Ronald  and  the  Glinting  Star 
Thro'  moonlit  copse  now  wend  tlieir  way, 
Whither  they  hear  her  palfrey  neigh 

Recall  for  her  —  the  wanderer. 

In  balmy  dale  tliey  linger  long: 
And  hearts  that  qui^iled  in  dire  distress 
Now  peaceful  beat  in  tenderness  — 

Soft  rhythmed  hke  a  gentle  song. 
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— Rotm-n  we  now  to  camp  afar. 

The  liours  flit  ))y  in  happy  flifjjiit. 

A  bonisou  and  a  kind  j^'ood-nij^ht 
To  Ronald  and  tlie  Glinting  Star! 


XYII 

TH  E     CAM  p. 

Eben  awakes  .  .  .  Alert  is  he 
Tho'  all  the  camp  in  sli;m))er  lies; 
While  puri)le  tints — Hope's  angaries!— 

Gladden  the  Vale  of  Genesee, 
"Wliose  river  in  clandestine  Gi-ove 
Kisses  the  Avaters  of  the  Cove. 

And  smiling  wakes  vermilion  Morn  — 
Tiiigeiiig  the  east  with  crimsim  l)lush  ; 
The  bobolink  and  1)nsy  thrush 

Make  wild  with  song  the  blooming  thorn. 


And  busier  yet  the  camjjs  awake 
"While  jul)ilant  reveille  sounds; 
Each  warrior  from  his  i>allet  bounds 

To  greet  the  radiant  morning  break. 
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Gayci  tlian  wont,  and  scvujmlous 
This  morn  is  P2bon  in  his  dress ; 
His  comrades  hint  of  "  chiintiness" 

And  smile  "with  ()«^les  ominous. 


A    WORD    ASIDE. 

A  moment  liere  th(?  scribe  would  break 
The  story's  thread,  for  Eben's  sake  — 
A  word  aside,  in  lower  tone 
And,  bracket-be mnd,  for  him  alone. 
Reader !  i)ass  on,  't  is  not  for  you — 
Unless  like  Eben  a  lover  too!  — 

[O'erweenini?  Eben!  ])e  not  sure: 

Possession',  only,  is  secure. 

Think  not  her  snule  's  convincinj?  sign — 

A  proof  —  that  Onnalinda 's  thine, 

'T  Avero  pert  to  cite,  in  flipi)ant  phrase, 

A  screed  on  woman,  and  her  ways, 

But  over  your  door  put  Motto-scrip — 

Or  picture — of  "the  cu])  and  lip." 

.  .  .  Biit,  courage !  swain — if  woman  can, 

She  surely  will  not  flout  a  man. 

But  be  not  sure! — tho'  she  may  cry, 

There  's  mischief  twinklin<>;  in  her  eve. 


.1  wonn  ASIDE. 
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A  riddle  Samson  could  not  solvo: 

Ilcr  "no  yes  no" — licr  "yes  no  vt's." 
Tlic  Stajjcinto  conld  not  resolve 

This  clianninfj:  spliinx  of  rel)ns<'s! 
Eaeh  woi-d  altetted  liy  a  ^danee 

Pierces  his  thesis  swift  as  lance, 

Quick  us  Apache  speavs  his  victim 

IShe  stabs  his  predicated  dictum. 

So,  Eben  Stark,  l)e\vai'e!  l>e\vare 

Of  woman's  ways  so  debonair! 

She  sets  a-flame  with  sparklin-,'  eyo 

The  Stoic's  cold  i)hilosophy; 

Maudlin  is  he  in  tenderness 

O'er  thread  that  trails  behind  her  dn-ss  • 

Ecstatic  on  a  burr  he  '11  dote 

If  plucked  from  liem  of  i)etticoat ; 

And  many  a  brave  Kinaldo  yet 

Is  tangled  in  Armida's  net. 

At  times  she  '11  teach  that  love  Platonic 

Is  worse  or  better  than  love  Byi'onic. 

To  man  it  seems  caprice  —  a  whim 

Wlion  half  tho  foib](>  is  in  him: 

^Yi\at  he  'd  have  hek,  that  he  must  ije  — 

Be  each  to  each  auxiliary, — 

As  Socrates  was  no  gallant 

Xanthippe  turned  a  termagant. 


! 
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.  .  .  0  woiuan!  what  a  guy  to  her 
Tho  Sfiontist  or  pliilosoplior ! 
Do  you  believe  Pythagoras  — 

That  as  some  ])east  wo  lived  ere  while  — 
She  '11  grant  perchanee  you  were  an  ass, 

A  guinea-pig  or  crocodile: 
She  'U  recognise  jiour  ancestry, 
But  claim  no  consanguinity ! 
And  would  you  ask,  "What  think  you,  madam. 

Of  Evolution,  now  in  vogue  — 

Molecular  germs  in  dust  or  fog?" 
She'll  say,  "My  jtrinial  sire  was  Adam, 

Perhaps  yours  was  a  polliwog!" 
She  '11  trace  her  geiu^alogy. 
And  let  him  trace  his  own,  you  see. 
.  .  ,  Such  theories  are  to  her  as  chaff — 
She  blows  them  with  a  rippling  laugh. 
The  buddhist,  atheist,  and  gnostic. 

The  deist  and  iconoclast. 
Beneath  her  searching,  scorching  caustic 

Wriggle  and  twist  like  worm  aghast. 
Their  i>remise,  smiling  she  '11  admit, 

Then  with  one  word,  and  eyes  a-bright'ning. 
She  gives  their  syllogism  a  fit  — 

They  think  it  struck  with  bomb  or  lightning! 
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.  .  .  Beware,  O  Ebon!  woman's  eyes 
Still  lure  a  thousand  Antonies, 
And  half  mankind  is  still  beset 
With  Cleopatras  of  brunette! 
If  woman  's  not  a  KosaUnd 

And  I*ortia  and  Imogen  — 
The  Sweet,  the  Pure,  th<'  True,  combined, — 
Such  you  will  find  her  ere  you  find 

One  Phocion  'niong  a  million  men. 
— Man  is  an  eagle  flying  high; 

Small  things  he  scorns,  or  sees  not  any; 
Woman  's  a  chickadee  close  by, 

And  sees  each  speck,  each  rift  and  cranny. 
...  0  Avoman!  wisest,  brightest,  best! 
Knows  all  man  knows — she  '11  guess  the  rest ! — 
Knows  all  man  knows,  and  in  addition, 
Knows  every  thing  by  intuition. 
An<l  be  she  aborigine, 

Or  Saxon  blonde,  or  arch  brunette, 
She  '11  teach  a  man  in  lov(»  that  he 

Not  even  knows  his  aljihabct ! 

Ah,  saiiguiiK^  Eben !  1)e  not  sure; 

Your  bond's  yet  blank  —  lacks  signatui'e! — 
Possession,  only,  is  secure.] 


I 
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ONNALINDA     ARRAYED. 


The  tale  renew: — 

From  flittiiif?  dreams 
Wakes  Oiumlinda  —  eliarming  lass! — 
Like  ji;listoiiin<;  dew  upon  tlie  jj:rass 

Sparkle  her  eyes  with  radiant  beams. 

Hev  lissom  form  in  soft  atth'e 

She  trindy  rolx's  with  dainty  hand, 
And  decks  with  princess'  ermine  grand— 

Rich  trophies  won  by  hunter-sire, 

Riehei"  than  pm'ple  garb  of  Tyre! 

Her  fairy  feet  in  chamois  shoon 

With  jet  and  amber  beads  begemmed; 

Her  shapely  waist  bright  diademmed 
With  sheeny  circlet  —  starry  zone  ! 

On  rounded  arm  an  amulet ; 

A  chai)let  o'er  her  brow  she  set; 
In  opulence  her  Instrous  hair. 
Faint-scented  with  aroma  rare, 

Fell  round  her  form.  . .  .  O  sweet  brunette  I 
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Brifrht  is  tlio  day!    Tho  tlin)ii^n„ir  ),i,.(ls 
Bibblc  aiul  l)abl)l(>  song's  ocstutic, 
Liko  poet  in  u  fit  erratic 

Metering,  jingling,  jargon  words. 

Tlie  quiet  waters  of  the  Cove 
Lie  us  it*  di-euining  sweet  and  calm ; 

The  boughs  of  bloom  l)en(l  from  alxn-e 
Witli  solace  of  ambrosial  ]»alm. 

O'er  glimmei-ing  vale,  and  liazy  dune 

Quivers  the  himbeut  air  of  June. 

No  hut  of  Celt,  or  Saxon  juile, 

Then  broke  the  landscape's  hai'mony— 

No  hovel  flecked  tliis  emerald  vale 
Liko  mote  iu  Beauty's  azure  eye. 


No  Slanderer  then,  with  tongue  of  asp. 
Darted  his  slime  at  each  fair  name; 

No  Gossip  fouled  with  slimy  grasp 
The  roll  of  Virtue  and  of  Fam(>,— 

Tlie  Slanderer  then  was  in  his  cell 

Deep  in  the  Ninth  *  foul  cave  of  hell. 

•  Inferno,  Canto  xxx. 
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Forth  to  tlio  mrad  h'luls  Kawamite; 

Bri>i;ht  Oiiiialinda  l>y  lior  sir*'; 

Kbcii  aiul  Imiid  ill  j?ay  attire; 
Then  warriors  of  nioccas'iiicil  foot. 
.  .  .  Faiitasti<'  troop! — a  motley  train, 
Surj?iiifj:  and  windiiif^  oVr  tlio  plain: 
Tlio  Saxons  wliitc,  in  coats  of  blue, 
Marching  alijrin'd  in  order  duo; 
Red  warriors  striped  Avitli  every  tint 
Of  plant  or  berry,  scoke  or  mint; 
Manth'd  in  jj^arb  of  j?ayest  tiiifjje; 
Logj?iiigs  of  doe  with  quill  and  fringe; 
All  tasselled  and  phiined,  before,  behind. 
With  feathers  waving  in  jocund  wind! 
Onward  they  went,  of  every  hue, — 
Grotesque  that  motley  retinue! 


...  I  know  you,  Eben  Stark,  and  well"- 

Said  Kawanute  the  sachem  grave  — 

"And  well  I  know  the  Saxons  brave. 

With  (iyes  of  liawk.    My  warriors  fell 
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Bofovo  your  aim.     AVo  licld  <»iir  hrcutli,— 
Wo  knew  that  Ebeu  Sturk  wus  iK-uth!" 

"Bravo  Kawamitc!"— then  I:1h'ii  said  — 
"Wo  raise  no  more  the  l)()\v  or  l»i-aii(l: 

I  <'omo  to  claim— to  ask— tlic  hand 
Of  OxNALiNDA  — woodhmd  maid!" 

"How  can  she  bo  so  dear  to  you  — 

Does  palo-faco  love  so  soon  —  so  soon  .* 
And  how  can  Onualinda  know 

You  love  so  (luick — ono  moon,  one  moon! 
Bad  lovo  is  (juick,  and  swift  of  foot : 
t^iick  como— (luick  ji:()!"_says  Kawannto. 

"Ho  that  w(mld  run  with  lajjrfj;ard  i»a«'o 
With  such  a  jruoi-don  as  tho  jtrizo  — 

Lovo  that  would  loiter  in  tho  race 
Beneath  brij^ht  Onnalinda's  eyes  — 

His  foot  are  load  ;  his  soul  is  dark ; 

His  eyes  are  blind!  "  —  savs  Ebon  Stark. 


KAWANl'TE. 

Wliere  have  the  Saxon  maidens  fled  ?  — 
Will  not  the  pale-face  daughters  wed? 
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The  Saxon  maid  f   TIiitc's  nauf^lit  <'aii  vio 
Witli  the  lioavt'iily  azure  of  her  eye, 
Hut  (lark  eyes  <lart  a  laucc  as  l»rij;lit 
As  li<;litniii«;-rit't  athwart  the  ni^lit ! 
.  .  .  liiMUK'ttc's  a  I'ulty ;  1)1oih1»''.s  a  pearl: 
Hut  l»l«»u(k''s  a  saint, —  brunette's  a  {jfirl ! 

KAWAN'ITK. 

Hold!  liold ! — what's  ruby,  blonde,  and  j»earl, 
Lanees  and  lightning;,  saint  and  */\r\  t 
When  Indian  jingles  words  so  l»ad, 
AVe  In<lians  call  him  era/y-mad  ! 
When  white  man's  mad,  and  (hires  to  show  it, 
They  say  you  white  men  call  him  "[loet"!  — 
They  .iin,ii:le  talk, —  I  see  that  you 
7V//  flif  skji-hi<ih  as  poets  do ! 

EBEX  STARK. 

No  poet  T,— plain  "  Eben  Stark." 

J  'd  be  a  lo(»n,  and  not  a  lark! 

Tho'  poets  f?reat,  unlike  the  player, 

Grow  greater  as  they're  growing  grayer. 

Small  ]>oets  early  cease  their  song 

And  rhymes  grow*  short  as  beards  gi-ow  long! — 


^ 


They  cease  to  s(»jir  — on  enrtli  lliey  tarry — 
The  lurk  tuni8  loon,  and  — 

KAWAMTK. 

—  then  tliev  niarrv  t 


Merrily  rose  a  jteai  of  lau;;hter, 
Eelioinj;  tliro'  tlle  Woo.lliilids  after. 
Onward,  as  if  on  project  Itent, 
B(»th  i>ale  and  dusky  warriors  went 
Together  o'er  the  daisied  plain; 
But  Onnalinda,  El»en  Stark, 
And  Kawannte  the  saeluMn  dark, 
In  earnest  council  here  remain. 


XX 

A   QU  ESTION. 

The  chieftain  now,  witli  lifted  brow, 
Turned  to  the  i)rincess,  speakinj;  j^-ave 
"My  OnnaliiKhi !  — when,  and  how. 

And  where  met  you  this  Saxon  l)rave  f 
A  mystery  to  me,  it  seems 
Hid  in  the  fo<j:gy  hiiid  of  dreamis" 

A  tinge  carnelian  flushed  her  cheek 
As  Onnalinda  answered  meek: 
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"()no  nftci'iiooii,  ere  t\vili«;lit's  Ikhii", 
I  \vnii<l(>ro(l  from  my  little  tent 
And  fur  into  tlio  woodlands  went, 
hod  l>y  the  charm  of  liird  and  flow'r; 
fruiH''s  breath  Jiround  me,  and  ahove 
Carolled  the  happy  Hongs  of  love. 

"Only  my  heart  foreboding  beat  — 

AVas  it  a  shadow  eross<'d  n)y  way  if 
'Has  Evil  found  this  bh'st  retreat? 

Beware!' — my  timorous  heart  would  say, 
And  yet  my  feet  jtrest  onward  still 
Heedless  of  «»men  good  or  ill. 


■'■;    ' 


''Fur  down  the  river  from  this  Cove, 
A  litth^  In'ook  in  bal tiding  glee 
Leaps  laughing  to  the  Genosoe; 
And  there,  within  a  lovely  grove, 
I  sat,  while  bii-ds  a  nuisie  made 
Sweet  us  pale  lover's  serenade." 
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[She  }»ims.>(l  u  l.ivafh.     Sh,.  smiled  to  woo 
JOIm-ii  ^n-ow  lluslicd  at  tlalteiy 
So  siihtlt';  lie  was  iic'or  oihIikmI 

With  voi t"  l.iill.ul. 

Slic  rciiowod:] 

"Whilo  tlius  I  liiip.ivd  in  tlio  nook 
Listening,'  to  sonj;  of  l.inl  and  l.rook, 
Fur  in  the  w Is  the  sudden  sound 

Of  cracklinji:  l.nsh  quick  l.n.ko  tlic  charm. 

Startled  I  rose  in  dread  alarm, 
When,  past  ine  with  a  vaulting'  liound, 
Darted  a  doe  and  then  a  hoimd. 

Into  the  rivei-  deep  the  doe 

lit'iipt,  phishin^,  from  its  howling;  foe. 
Trendilinj,'  J  u;azed. 

Then  1 rinjr  throufj;!! 

The  covert  where  I  shrinking'  stood, 
Two  hraves  F  saw,  in  caps  of  Idue, 

Come  swiftly  thro'  the  cr;icklinj,'  wood. 

"They  ludted  hy  my  covert  near 

Where  close  eoneealed  T  trembling  lay; 
Their  hm-ried  hreathin^  [  could  hear; 

My  heart  seemed  throl»])iin,f  in  my  ear 

A  traitor  ready  to  betray. 
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They  stood,  and  watched  the  doe  at  bay, 

(Thei)-  ritles  restinjjj  on  the  ground,) 
They  seemed  in  pity  for  the  prey 

Harassed  with  nuMiace  of  the  hound. 
Pale-faces  tliey;  and  tlioiigh  e(iuipped 

AVitli  pouch  and  horn  and  Ininter's  knife. 
Their  coats  and  caps  ^\ith  tinsel  tipt 

Gave  token  of  the  warrior's  life. 
The  one  a  chieftain,  proud  and  tall, 
Wlio  called  the  other,  'corporal.' 

"  I  gladly  heard  the  gallant  chief 
ISpeak  tenderly  of  harassed  doe; 
He  little  knew  what  blest  relief 
He  gave  to  on<'  in  covert  low! 

"'Call  oif  the  hound!' 

The  chief  he  cried  — 
'  Such  cruel  sport  I  will  not  bide, — 
No  hunter  worthy  of  the  name 
Will  slay  the  snared,  defenceless  game,— 
Call  off  the  hound  ! ' 

Such  tenderness 
Gave  solace  to  my  heart's  distress. 
Brave  chief!  with  sympathy  inspired  — 
Whom  first  I  feared,  I  now  admired. 
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"  Soon  up  the  bank  the  obedient  hound 
Darted,  trail-sniffing,  round  and  round, 
►Scenting  and  prowling — t'orwai-d  and  baek, 
Sniffing  and  liowling — a  new-found  traek ! 
Near  nie  and  nearer  at  each  boiuid. 
Circling  my  covert  round  and  round; 
Near  nie  and  nearer,  till  at  my  side  .  .  . 

'Save  nic!  oh  save!'— I  shrieking  cried. 
Quick  sprung  the  hunter  to  my  aid; 
Amazed  but  calm  of  voice  he  said: 

"'Fear  not  — f»>ar  not,  my  pretty  maid! 
Safe  are  you  here  from  hurt  oi-  harm 
As  though  upon  your  father's  arm. 
.  .  .  Why  came  you  to  this  lonely  glen  ? ' 

"Meekly  I  told  him  why,  and  when. 
I  told  my  name,  my  home;  and  then, 
(Grown  braver  'neath  his  chei'ry  smile,) 
Of  sire,  of  camp,  of  Cov(>,  and  isle. 
His  comrade  —  worthy  to  be  his  j)eer — 

Now  spoke  to  iiim  in  undertime, 
Then  turned,  a  distant  sound  to  heai-, 
And  followed  hound  and  tlying  (h'er, — 

The  cliief  and  I  were  left  alone. 
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His  voice  and  ftici',  of  guilo  so  free, 
His  kindly  smile  and  courtesy, 
A  sweet  assurance  gave  to  me. 


"He  told  me  of  his  home  afar, 

And  liow  he  joined  with  France — our  foe; 
The  unholy  strife  he  did  abhor; 
And,  wearied  with  the  wicked  war. 

He  came  to  hunt  the  hounding  doe. 
He  told  of  comrade-braves  —  a  score. 

Who  came  with  France's  marshalled  men, 
But  left  the  ranks.     They  war  no  moi-e  — 

Tht^y  hunt  the  deer  awhile,  and  then 
On  Kadaracqui's  peaceful  shore 

Witli  him  they  greet  their  homes  again. 


!  !  r 


Their  tents  are  j)it(;hed  at  Crooked  Bow, — 
Methinks  I  've  heard  their  distant  (h'um, — 

A  sprightly  oar  in  light  canoe 
In  little  hour  may  go  and  come!" 

[Pausing,  she  smiled.     The  sachem,  he 
Wondered  why  she,  and  Eben  too, 
Should  smile  at  mention  of  c.vnoe! 

Demurely  then  continued  she:] 
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"  Strange  tales  he  told  .  .  . 

An  hour  flew  by, 
And  sunset  tinged  the  evening  sky. 
Bewildered  now  I  sought  the  trail 
That  homeward  led  thro'  bush  and  dale, 
The  i»ale-faco  ohief  before  mo  went 
Parting  the  boughs  that  interlace, 
Till,  gazing  thro'  an  open  space, 
Afar  I  saw  our  island  tent. 
He  stood;  then  spoke  so  tenderly: 
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When  far  away  I  know  I  '11  meet 

In  fairy  dreams  a  princess  sweet - 
Her  name  shall  Onxalixda  be!' 


"He  bowed.    He  waved  his  cap  of  blue. 
And  tenderly  he  said,  'Adieu!'  .  .  . 
A  deep  rogret  Avas  in  that  tone,— 

It  seemed  a  sigh  or  tear  repressed, 
A  veil  seemed  o'er  my  senses  thrown  — 

Thro'  misty  eyes  my  path  I  guessed. 
...  As  wounded  starling  to  its  nest 
Flutters  with  sorrow  in  its  ])reiist, 
With  fluttering  heart  I  homeward  drew. 
Touched  with  the  sorrow  of  adieu." 
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And  Onnaliiula  paused. 

Tlien  he, 
Her  noble  sire,  with  brows  relent 
As  if  in  kind  encouragement. 
With  gentle  voice  inquiringly: 

"  You  met  but  once  ?     How  can  you  know 
He  's  not  our  foe  in  crafty  guise  — 
These  braves  who  come  in  quick  surprise 
How  know  you  they  are  not  oui-  foe  ? " 

^[ystic,  but  meekly,  answered  she: 
"Each  eve  I  wandered  from  my  tent 

I  knew  not  how  or  why  I  went  — 
A  woodland  faiiy  beckoned  me. 
I  know  a  sjjirit  led  my  way. 
And  such  a  guide  will  not  betray; 
I  found,  whatever  path  I  took. 
My  heart  before  nie  at  the  brook! 
Each  eve  I  saw,  when  gazing  through 

The  covert  where  I  lingering  stood, 
One  pale-face,  in  his  cap  of  blue, 

Come  softly  thro'  the  silent  wood. 
New  tales  and  sti'ange  he  told  each  day 
Of  sights  and  cities  far  away; 
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Of  battles,  sieges,  fort,  and  trencli. 
Of  Saxon  struggles  Avitli  the  French. 
And  then,  with  sadness  in  his  eye. 
He  told  of  j)eril  drawing  nigh: 
Thei'e  came,  he  said,  ev'n  yesterday 
Command  from  Denonville,  it  read: 
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Quick  join  the  ranks !     One  hour  delay, 
I  come  and  take  you,  'live  or  dead  ! ' 


"'T  was  answered:  *Thi-eats  are  empty  wind. 
Send  me  no  more  your  lackeyed  hind. 

We  war  no  more  v  irh  Kawanute. 
We  hunt  the  doe,— but  not  too  blind 

To  see  a  Frenchman  or  to  shoot!'" 


At  this  her  sire  in  laughter  broke. 
And  gayly,  in  acknowledgment, 
A  smile  and  nod  to  Eben  sent. 

And  then  in  thoughtful  mood  he  spoke: 

"  How  came  these  })raves  ?— Who  was  their  giude  ? 
If  friends  why  come  in  quick  surprise 
With  rifles  aimed  by  eagle  eves?" 
Then  Onnalinda  shrewd  rei)lied: 


m 


*k 


i 
i 

, 

,:  I 

ii„    M. 

'    i             1 

tin 

h.       ;  1        J  ■  i 

1;;  i]^ 

ITS 


OXNALINDA. 


"In  arms  they  came  to  prove  to  yow 
Their  courage  and  their  kindness  too; 
Tlieir  rifles  keen  sliowed  kind  intent  — 
Pr(>i)ai'ed  for  war  is  to  prevent. 
They  took  you  hy  a  quick  suri)rise 
To  prove  tlie  wliite  man  swift  and  wise. 
A  spirit  led  them  on  their  way 
Who  led  ME  to  the  nook  each  day! 
Could  not  a  spirit  guide  thro'  wood? 

Or  walk,  or  talk,  or  sail  canoe  f 
Wliat  man  can  do  a  spirit  could. 

And  these  a  little  maid  can  do ! " 

Her  questions  'woke  a  droll  surprise  — 

The  sachem's  cyt>s  in  mist  appear; 
But  brightly  blinked  the  maiden's  eyes 

At  words  she  spoke  for  E ben's  ear! 
The  sachem  pondered — fogged  in  d(m]>t, — 

What  si)ii'its  walk  and  talk  and  do  t 
He  seemed  the  most  perplexed  about 

The  spirit  sailing  in  canoe ! 
.  .  .  As  when  three  gossipcrs  are  heard, — 

The  first  one  something  strange  has  said; 
The  second,  sly,  winks  at  the  third; 

That  means  :"Youknowhhn — Avronginhead." 
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So  winked  the  sachoiu— as  imu-li  as  said, 
"  A  littlo  flustered  in  lier  head  ! " 

But  still  he  knew  her  logic  good: 
"What  maid  can  do,  a  spirit  could!" 
Though  dazed,  and  darkly  mystified 
With  Onnalinda's  spirit-guide. 
Her  filial  truth  ho  would  believe  — 
So  guileless  she  could  not  deceive. 
Good  ghosts,  he  said,  w(n-e  never  about 
When  HE  went  groi)ing  the  thickets  through ! 
"If  spirits  would  guide  the  white  man  out 
They  'd  surely  guide  old  Indian  too !  .  .  . " 
And  still  it  was  his  darkest  doubt 
Of  spii-its  a-paddling  in  canoe ! 


Tarrying  thus  in  colloquy 
On  themes  of  strange  concern  intent. 
Sudden  they  turn  in  wonderment.  .  . 

Approaching,  who  are  these  they  see  ? 

A  maid,  a  palfrey,  and  a  gi-oom ! 
Advancing  neai',  they  recognise 
And  cheerily  greet  with  glad  surprise 

Ronald,  and  maid  with  floAving  plume. 
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In  Eonald's  face  they  well  niij^ht  see 
A  look  of  weird  perplexity. 
And  searee  a  greeting  did  he  give, 
But  cast  a  look  iniiuisitive, 
Gazing  at  Onnaliiida.  .  .  .  Why, 
Why  turned  to  her  that  troubled  eye? 
.  .  .  Then  touching  Ehen's  arm,  the  two 
From  out  the  group  apart  withdrew 
In  low  and  hurried  interview. 

Meanwhile  "The  Star,"  in  story  brief. 
Gave  Onnalinda  and  the  chief 
A  swift  recital  of  events 

That  seemed  to  them  strange  mysteries ; 
And,  ere  she  paused,  told  incidents 

That  startling  'woke  a  new  surmise. 
And  Avhen  she  paused,  in  mute  suspense 

They  gazed  into  each  other's  eyes. 
Eonald  and  E])en  —  can  we  know 

What  weighty  theme  engrosses  them? 
Is  it  some  new  discovered  foe 

Lurking  in  plot  and  stratagem? 
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No.    We  slitill  gut'ss, —  when  eoining  neiir, 
Eben's  lust  wortls  we  overlieur: 
"Yes,  Roual  1,  so  she  said  last  night. 

Would  I  had  told  you  this  befoi-e, 
But  since  that  hour,  in  bustling  plight 
With  hurried  nmreli  and  threatened  fight, 

I  thought  of  it  no  more  .  .  . 
But  there  she  is  .  .  .  (Jo,  Konald !  go, 
Ask  Onnalinda  —  we  shall  know." 

Pale  with  a  deep  anxiety 

Ronald  before  the  maiden  stood 
Silent  and  motionless.     And  she 

Viewed  him  with  faltering  attitude. 
As  if  both  doubt  and  hope  were  blent 
Into  a  vague  presentiment. 
That  from  the  far-off  years  ho  came 

As  messenger  with  tidings  sweet. 
And  that  he  bore  the  tendei-  name 

Her  mother  would  so  oft  re]»eat. 

Then  Ronald  fi-om  his  bosom  drew 
The  disk  —  that  face  he  loved  so  well  — 

And  held  it  open  to  her  view 
While  tears,  repressed,  his  eyelids  swell. 
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A  sudden  pallor  ItlanclKHl  hor  clicck. 
Hhe  started  with  a  troumlous  shriek: 
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"Mother!  — 

My  mother's  face  ! — 

'T  is  she !  .  .  . 
Ronald!  O  Ronald!— 

It  is  he !  .  .  .  " 
That  disk  —  that  face  beloved  so  well  — 
She  clasped  with  eyes  to  Heaven,  and  fell 
In  Ronald's  arms,  and  soI)bed,  "My  brother !" 
And  in  his  loving  arms  he  pressed 
His  own  sweet  sister  to  his  breast, — 
The  children  of  one  sainted  mother. 

("  Half-brother,"  him  the  world  would  deem, 
But  brother  in  her  heart's  esteem.) 


The  scene  we  leave  to  paintei-'s  skill  — 
Beyond  the  touch  of  i)oet's  (piill: 
The  blank  amaze  of  noble  chief 

Who  oft  the  name  of  "Ronald"  heard 
When,  years  before,  her  tears  of  grief 

Flowed  at  the  mention  of  that  word! 
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And  now  liis  rapturous  dcli^'lit  — 

The  disk  that  stiri-cd  foud  lucinoiy!— 
That  faci'  that  beamed  \\\nm  his  si«,dit 

And  moved  to  sacred  ecstasy. 
His  frame  was  tlu-illed  witli  tender  joy- 
Brave  Kawanute,  tlie  Iroquois. 

Tlie  raiutinj,'  Star  and  Ehen  stood 
Gazing,  but  in  no  startled  mood, 
For  well  tliey  cherished  liroad  surmise 
(Dulling  the  bi-ightness  of  sui'i>rise) 
That  now,  this  hour,  a  glad  event 
Woidd  thrill  the  heart  of  Konald  Kent. 
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Now  arm  in  arm,  thro'  mead  afar, 

Ronald  and  Onnalinda  went, 
Wliile  Eben,  chief,  and  Glinthig  Star, 

Stood  pondering  o'er  the  sti-jinge  event. 


■  : 


And  need  we  ask  wIhmv  i-oam  the  two  I 
Or  ask  what  sud(h'n  thought  first  sent 
A  thrill  thro'  h(>art  of  Ronald  Kent 

Tho'  her  he  met  ho  never  knew! 
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llvY  fu('«',  her  foi'in,  to  li'mi  rcvciilcd 
OiK!  wlicmi  tho  yi'iivH  mid  tcarH  (HHicciiIcd. 
Alas!  till  now  one  little  ray 

Of  hopo  ho  saw — ho  Hlij^lit,  l)ut  sweet  — 
That  somehow  .  .  .  soinewhei-e  ...  in  some  way 

His  lonj^-lost  mother  he  should  meet. 

'T  was  not  to  ho. 

Across  the  mead, 
By  Onnalinda  lovinj^  led, 
He  <;oes  to  yonder  sacred  jjjlado 
Where  jjentle  hands  a  mound  have  made 
Sweet  with  the  ros(!  and  daisy  blent; 
lender  tlu^  bloom  their  mother  sle(^ps, 
And  tla're  sad  Onnalinda  weejjs, 
And  by  ht^r  side  kneels  Konald  Kent. 

Thus  linf>:er  they  an  hour  above 
That  hallowed  shrine  of  nnitual  lovo. 

Tho'  in  his  heai't  deep  soi'row  dwelt, 
Yet  one  dear  solaces  Ronald  felt : 

His  mother's  path  thro'  all  thoso  years 
Beamed  with  a  love  undimmed  bv  tears. 
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Wlicil   lliclliorics  ^rl,„,iiir(|    her  li,.)iH    ill    p-icf 
It   Vllllislicd  'iiciitll   the  siiiil.'  of  cliicr,— 
Deep  ill  Ilis  lifiirt  imkI  tciid.'Hy 
Beloved,  revered,  adored  was  she. 

And  Ronald  now  that  solace  felt  — 
The  mist  of  years  n|>lifted  wide— 

As  l)y  his  mother's  ^rave  he  knelt 
With  Oimalinda  l)y  his  side, 

In   wliose  sweet   face  there  softly  dwelt 
The  htveliiK'ss  of  her  who  died. 


Now  arm  in  arm  ix^n'xn  they  stray 

Aeross  the  sniiny  fields  al'ur; 
And  snnnier,  Impitier,  Ronald's  way 

AVheii  nearer  to  the  (Jlintiii;;'  Star! 
.  .  .  Aj^-ain  in  joyons  <-ronp  they  meet 

Aronnd  the  chief  in  dose  attent  — 
Eben  and  "Onnalinda  sweet," 

The  (ilintinj^-  Star  and  KNmald  Kent. 


:l' 


Willie  thns  their  converse  they  i-euew 
Across  the  dale  w<'  wander  hence 
To  that  Xxw^Q  oak  whose  eminence 

As  monarch,  rnles  the  distant  view. 
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XXIV 


THE    RENDEZVOUS. 


'T  was  noonday  calm  o'er  mead  and  jj^rove. 

Here  sjtood  that  oak  whose  mighty  form 

Was  shield  against  both  sun  and  storm, 
And  sentinel  to  isle  and  Cove. 
Assembled  'neath  the  monarch  tree 

Were  gi'oups  of  warriors  taiTying, 
Watching  in  bright  expectancy — 

As  vassals  wait  the  approach  of  king. 

Rifles  and  bows  against  the  tree 

Reclined  in  wondrous  amity; 

As  if  the  Haxons'  Imrnished  arms 
Made  friendly  treaty  with  the  bow, 
And  these,  in  soft  return,  would  show 

Love  for  the  Saxons'  brilliant  charms. 

Here  grouped  a  band  of  warriors  dun, 
In  garb  of  doeskin  neat  arrayed! 
And  o'er  their  brows  gay  feathers  swayed 

Like  bending  lilies  in  lagune; 
Their  garments  edged  with  frill  and  fringe 
In  pigments  of  the  gayest  tinge. 


THE  RENDEZVOUS. 

Sedate  they  sat  in  stoic  ease 
With  aiTOs  a-kimbo  round  their  knees, 
Disdaining  ibill  or  ord«n-.    Thus 
They  sat  in  group  promiscuous. 
And  facing  these,  boyond  the  tree 
A  score  of  Saxon  chivalry; 
They  stood  in  order's  strict  align 
Tliat  showed  their  leadi'r's  discipline. 
But  why  these  clans  in  pomp  compare  I- 
As  Beauty's  self  a  fright  would  be 
Without  tlu'  charm  of  modesty. 
So  warriors'  pomp  is  tawdry  Hare 
Without  the  thews  to  do  and  dare. 
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The  meadow  shone  in  velvet  green. 
With  lace  of  daisies'  silver  sheen 

Brooched  with  the  daffodils  of  gold,— 
What  'n«^atli  heav'n's  azure  can  compare 
With  that  ])right  emerald  robe  so  fair 

That  God's  own  hand  hath  here  unrolled!  .  . . 
If  He  His  footstool  roltes  so  briglit. 
What  splendours  ci-own  His  Thi-one  of  Liglit ! 
Sweet  vale!  unknown  to  ruthless  band  — 
So  pure,  so  fresh  from  God's  own  hand! 
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.  .  .  Behold!  tliro'  mi^adow's  tender  grass 

Comes  one  as  tender,  pure,  and  sweet; 

In  elianiois  shoon  so  light  her  feet 
The  daisies  smile  —  O  winsome  lass ! 
And  by  her  side  the  chieftain  dark, 

With  stately  step  and  kingly  mien; 
And  on  her  right  proud  Eben  Stark, — 

Bright  Onnalinda  walks  between. 
Behind  them  —  on  soft  themes  intent  — 
The  Glinting  Star  and  Eonald  Kent. 

They  reached  the  groups  beneath  the  tree; 

And  Onnalinda's  lustrous  <>yes 

Beam  from  their  depths  in  gentle  guise 
To  greet  the  Saxon  chivalry. 
They  bend  in  homage,  cap  in  hand, 

And  greet  her  ^^'ith  a  martial  glance, 
While  rose  the  dusky  warrior-band 

Bowing  to  her  recognisance. 

The  chieftain  standing  'neath  the  oak  — 
Like  it  majestic  and  seilate  — 
With  p(mip  and  grace  of  advocate 

Thus  grave  but  tenderly  he  sjtoke: 


ly 


KA  WA  A  C TE'S  A  DlJREti^. 
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K  A  WAN  UTE'S     AD  D  RESS. 

"My  ehiklren!  lioar  nu>.    I  am  old. 

My  eyes  are  (lini  with  du.st  of  years. 
Before  me  like  a  belt  uni-olled 

My  path  froru  youth  to  age  ai)i»ears. 
—  Before  my  path  knew  white  man's  foot 
No  sorrow  knew  okl  Kawauute. 
The  Frenchman  came My  path  soon  led 

Windinj?  amouj?  my  children's  gi-aves. 
My  lieart  was  sore.     The  white  man's  ti-ead 

Trampled  the  earth  on  htiried  braves. 
.  .  .  Shall  foemen  hurl  ns  from  this  sod? 
Our  hearts  lie  under  the  sacred  clod!  — 
That  little  grave  by  yonder  tree 
Holds  all  that  made  life  dear  to  me! 
.  .  .  (Had,  glad  am  I  these  Saxons  here 
Turn  from  the  French  to  hunt  the  deer." 


Then  Kawanute  with  soh'inn  tread 
Turned  to  his  dusky  braves,  and  said: 
"I  fear  no  more  this  Saxon  chief. 

These  Saxon  braves  no  more  I  doubt. 
Too  brave  their  chief  for  crafty  thief  — 
Brave  heart  within  rules  baud  without. 
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"I  'II  trust  my  Orinalinda's  eye. 

If  tlioro  's  a  knave  slie  finds  him  quick. 
You  know  tliroe  moons  ago  a  spy 

Hneakod  to  our  camp  as  hunter  sick. 
In  hunter's  th'ess  of  fur  and  hide, 

With  limbs  so  weak  and  joints  so  loose !  — 
We  pitied  as  he  groaned  and  sighed  — 

We  fed  him  as  a  sick  papoose. 
When  him  my  Onualinda  eyed, 

With  glance  of  peering  chickadee 
She  saw  straight  through  his  dress  of  hide, 

And  sent  a  warning  glance  to  me. 
Thro'  rent  in  coat  —  a  rift  in  seam — 

She  saw  a  shining  1  »utton  gleam ! 
Danger  he  knew  that  glance  did  tell. 
'  Your  meat ' —  he  said  —  Spiick  makes  one  well ! ' 
He  darted  out.  .  .  . 

Papoose  so  sick 
Was  never  cured  so  sudden  qiiick!" 


;l'  ■! 


The  warriors  laughed.     But  serious  he 
Continued  in  his  dignity: 


"As  friends  these  fjaxon  braves  have  come,- 
They  hurl  afar  tlie  Frenchman's  drum. 
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Their  chieftain  wise  and  brave  and  kind, 
Will  fight  no  more  'gainst  Kawanute  — 

Will  fight  no  more  until  too  blind 
To  see  a  Frenchman  or  to  shoot! 

"We  bury  tomahawk  and  bow; 

And  he,— he  buries  gim  and  knife, 
And  asks  that  Onnalinda  go 
With  him  on  long-long  trail  of  life." 


XXVI 

THE     SURPRISE. 

He  scarce  had  ceased  when  —  hark  !  .  .  . 

What  sound 
From  woods  that  girt  the  meadow  round  i 
Clamour  of  cries  tumultuous  swells  — 
Clamour  of  shouts  and  whooi)s  and  yells! 
And  louder,  fiercer,  wilder,  higher, 
Arose  the  fiendish  yells,  and  nigher! 
Ai-ound  the  mead  for  many  a  rood. 
Wild  uproar  filled  the  trembling  wood! 
Up  from  the  fen  and  glade  and  glen 
Echoed  the  hillsides  back  again.  .  .  . 
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t    ':   \'n  from  out  the  verg^e  of  wood, 
Cii'clin<?  around  for  many  a  rood, 
Savages  wild  in  war-paiut  stood 

While  shouts  uproarious  rent  the  sky ! 
O:  .  ';   1  >  their  guns  sprung  Eben's  troo}», 
(^uic!    It'   >  niarsluilled  order  group. 
Fa".'  'g  ii\"  storm  of  yell  and  whoop  — 

K'ady  to  on  ar.d  ready  to  die! 

"Comrades!  let     o  L.  J   'iiitis  its  mark  — 
Ready!  Take  aim!" — spoke  Captain  Stark. 

"Hold!  hold!"— Cried  chieftain  Kawanut* — 
"Would  you  my  warrior-children  shoot?" 

Then  high  in  air  he  raised  his  hand 
As  if  afar  to  send  <*oniniand. 
Instant  a  sudden  silence  fell 
On  all  that  fiendish  whoop  and  yell; 
As  when  the  bellowing  thunders  cease 
And  all  th(>  land  is  hushed  in  peace. 

Calm  Eben  stood,  though  in  his  eyes 
A  minghnl  look  —  not  all  surprise. 
But  wonder  mingled  with  surjniso. 
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He  quick  cloniandod: 

'Whence  this  erew 
With  whoop  and  howl  and  wild  hnlloo  ? » 

KAW.VNUTE. 

Do  you  not  see  them  (luiek  o})ey 

A  sign  from  me!     My  warriors  they! 

C.VPTAIN   .STARK. 

If  this  be  snare  and  stratagem 
I  answer  not  for  you  nor  tliem. 
And  she.  .  .  . 

I  s<>e  her  crafty  smile.  .  .  . 
Am  I  ensnared  by  woman's  guile? 
And  you  I  deemed  to  fealty  true  — 
Is  this  foul  treason  planned  by  you  ! 
— I  fear  not  all  your  savage  rout 
Tho'  hills  would  shake  with  whoop  and  shout ! 

KAWANUTE. 

A  traitor  I?  .  .  . 

And  i^he  a  cheat  — 
She  who  was  "Onnalinda  sweet?" 

CAPTAIN  STARK. 

Think  you  your  game  so  easy  won? 
Not  till  this  mead  with  blood  shall  run. 
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And  iiiniiy  a  carcass  lyinj?  low, 

Fot)d  for  the  Imzzard  and  tlie  crow! 

Ero  fonics  that  rabblo  here,  the  mead 

Shall  reddened  be  with  swaths  of  dead!. 

My  comrades  few,  hnt  where  we  fall 

Death  shall  hold  gory  carnival! 

— Comrades!  .  .  .  Attention!  .  .  .  Ready— 

KAWANUTE. 

Hark— 
Hear  me  a  word,  brave  Captain  Stark: 
Do  you  forget  that  it  was  thus 
Your  Avhite-faei*  Avarriors  came  on  us — 
And  as  w(»  'woke,  ere  rising  sun. 
At  each  of  us  a  levelled  gun  I 
Wt^  Indians  learn  from  white  man  quick. 
And  now,  you  see,  we  play  you  trick! 
—  But  what  did  Onnalinda  say, 
To  make  excxise  for  trick  you  play 
Ere  break  of  day,  with  stealthy  tread — 
What  was  it  Onnalinda  said? 

ONNALINDA. 

I  said  he  went  to  prove  to  you 
His  Courage  and  his  kindness  too: 
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To  meet  in  arms  a  chieftain  bold 

Truly  his  dauntless  Courage  told; 

Those  rifles  aimed,  a  kindness  meant  — 

Prepared  for  war  is  to  prevent. 

...  He  took  you  by  a  swift  suri)rise 

To  prove  the  white  man  swift  and  wise!  — 

To  win  your  favour  he  would  prove 

His  Corn-age,  kindness,  and  — 


^1 
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— his  love! 


KAWANUTK. 

(rive  me  your  hand,  brave  Captain  Stark  !— 
I  too  have  proved  you  well!  — 

Now  mark: 
These  thousand  braves  who  hem  us  round 
Are  warriors  of  my  tribe  i-enowned  — 
Beyond  "The  Cove"  their  camping  ground. 
Orders  I  sent  them  that  with  speed 
They  fill  the  woods  around  tlu^  mead; 
'T  was  trick  of  mine;  and  you  can  tell 
Whether  I  proved  your  courage  well, — 
Perhaps  you  heard  my  children  yell  ? 


li 
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— At  this  a  peal  of  laughter  broke; 

Blue  caps  and  feathers  swuug  in  ah'; 
In  triumph  waved  the  monarch  oak, 
And  hill  and  dale  exulting  'woke 

To  join  the  jocund  clairiour  there. 
And  higher,  loud(n'  than  before, 
The  savagt^  shouts,  in  wild  uproar 

Like  blatant  trumpets,  blare. 
Sudden  it  ceased.  .  .  . 

Who  comes  apace 

From  yonder  wood  across  the  mead? 
Two  warriors  of  the  dusky  race  — 

And  whom  between  them  do  they  lead  ? 
— Nearer  they  come.    And  now  we  see 
His  pale  sad  face.    A  captive  he? 
Surely  a  mght  in  woful  strait, 
Shuffling,  footsore,  on  hobbling  gait. 

.  .  .  "  Ouf !  merci ! "  .  .  . 

Limping  sore,  he  groans. 
His  half-shod  feet  on  flinty  stones; 
Chapeau  all  torn  to  many  a  shri^d. 
That  hung  like  ringlets  round  his  head; 
Tattered  his  trousers,  from  the  knees 
Dangled  the  frills  that  flout  the  breeze; 
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Buttonless  coat!  — 'tis  liold  toj-vtlior 
By  ^'i-a.ss  and  fern  in  twisted  tothor. 
Sad  t'yt's !  —  upon  tlio  ground  tlicy  rest, 
And  lu-avy  his  chin  upon  las  breast. 
And  see!  his  face  and  hands  ai-e  torn 
As  if  he  eanie  tln-o'  briar  and  thorn! 
...  A  rui'tul  siju^ht ! 

A  closer  view: 
What !  is  it  lie  whom  once  we  kncnv 
With  jewelled  fingers,  dainty  wrist, 
And  sleek  mustache  to  twirl  and  twist  ? 
Lo!  is  it  he  — that  man  of  note. 
With  manners  sleek  as  was  his  coat  ? 
A  weird  and  marvellous  change  was  this 
As  buttei'fly  to  chrysalis! 

A  burst  of  laughtei-,  first  from  Donald, 
Followed  by  Eben  Stark  and  Ronald, 
Then  comrades  all,  till  whooj)  and  shout 
'Woke  woods  with  laughter  round  about ! 

.  .  .  The  FijENCHMAN !    Tho'  unl)idden  guest 

In  garb  uncouth,  he'd  be  polite! 

He  l)owed,  and  then  with  hearty  zest 
He  joined  the  laugh,  while  many  a  jest 

Made  merry  over  the  battered  knight. 


! 
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(Hudly  ho  saw  that  tartuii  Htripo 
Tluit  oiK!(^  h(3  held  in  loving  Ki'ipo, 
Whon  Hwift  ho  Hod,  for  Hfo  uiid  Hinb, 
From  Itoglo,  wlioop,  and  liorvors  grim. 
Jjittlo  ho  thought  that  I'raiik,  broad  t'aco 
Of  Donald  could  writho  in  mock  gi'imaco! 
For  Htill  ho  thought  that  torriblo  night 
Donald  more  ci-azod  than  Iks  with  fright! 
.  .  .  And  now,  as  one  from  burning  dock 
Leaps  gladly  from  tho  flaming  wreck, 
So  ho  from  whoop  and  horrors  grim 
Thankful  escapes  with  life  and  limb ! 


I,  J  I 


His  captors  told: 

"In  jungh*  thick 
We  found  him,  lost,  and  tired,  and  sick, — 
And  this.  ..." 

They  handed  to  i\w  chief 
A  missive  with  a  message  ])rief. 
And  fearless  writ  in  bold  relief. 

Ebon,  ho  smiled  with  sparkling  eye. 

And  sly  to  Onnalinda  bowed. 
The  chieftain,  beckoning,  called  her  nigh. 

To  make  the  "j)aper  talk  aloud." 
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And  Onimlinda  hrokc  the  seal, 
And  rt'ud: 


199 


"'/'«  Monsieur  Jh-nonri/lr,— 
Voio-  fhmits  (itr  hilt  as  bliistrrinff  iiin(l. 

I  irar  no  tuotr  intli  Kniianidr. 
11 V  join  i/oiir  raids  irhi-n  irr  '/v  too  blind 

To  see  a  Freniliinan,  or  to  shoot. 
Sharp-shooters  ive—a/l  men  of  mark— 
You  HI  Jind  us  so. 

Voursj 

Men  Stark.'" 

Uproarious  laujyliter  l»urst  in  nil", 
Followed  by  tliou.snnd  shouts  afar, 
For  well  those  braves,  afar  and  near, 
Knew  wlien  in  j^mniesonie  mood  to  eheer. 
Smiled  Kawanute,  wliile  all  the  group 
Oavo  morry  laugli  and  jocund  whoop. 
With  hand  paternal  on  Ebeii's  liead. 
And  smiling  still,  the  chieftain  said: 
"'Shai-jKsliooter,'  good!  — you  lut  tlio  nuirk! 
(iive  mo  your  liand,  brave  Captain  Stark!" 

Then  Kawanute,  as  if  to  call 
Attentive  ear  of  warriors  all, 
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His  pnti'iai-chal  hands  outspread 
Above  the  listening  gi'onp,  and  said: 

"My  children!  —  Warriors  of  the  how. 

My  brothers! — Warriors  of  the  gun. 
This  gallant  captain  well  you  know 

Worthy  to  bo  a  chieftain's  son. 
If  there  is  here  a  voice  of  doubt, 
1  ask  it,  let  it  now  speak  out !  .  .  . 
No  word.  .  .  .  T  ask  again,  shall  ho 
The  guide  of  Onnalinda  be 
On  the  long  trail  I " 


■  it 


The  woods  awoke  — 
An  echoing  shout  exultant  broke, 
That  shook  the  boughs  of  nionai'ch  oak; 
And  ever  answered  as  before 
The  shouts  afar  in  clamorous  roar, — 
No  languid  (!all,  or  bravo  tame, 
Of  opera  lord  or  jewelled  dame. 
But  like  beleaguered  city's  cheer 
Hailing  its  bold  deliverer! 


With  timid  glances,  coy  and  shy, 
Drooped  gentle  Oimalinda's  eye. 
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The  eliioftain  and  old  warriors  dark 
Smiled  greeting  to  brave  Cai)tain  Stark; 
But  hidden  tetirs  of  deep  regret 
The  young(M'  wai-riors'  eyelids  wet,— 
Their  loss  in  vain  they  strove  to  hi(h'; 
Smiling  they  gazed,  but  smiling  sighed ! 
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One  gallant  youth,  whose  manly  form 
Ne'er  treml)led  'neath  th(*  battle  storm - 
Whose  dark  eye  dai-ed  the  ficreest  foe 
Nor  quailed  l>(>for(>  his  bended  bow, 
Now  lowly  gazed  with  dewy  ey(>s. 
Assuaging  sori'ow  with  his  sighs. 
The  Prineess  he  revt>red  as  one 

So  far  above  his  lowly  sphere, 
Like  votary  he  gazed  upon 

Her  lovely  face  but  to  revere. 

One  ev(>,  in  the  round  moon  of  ]\Iay, 
Forth  to  his  little  lodge  she  went, 
Wliere,  Avounded  in  fierce  t<mrnament, 

This  youth,  young  Osseolo,  lay. 
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Across  his  tlirobbiiif?  brow  her  hand 

So  softly,  tenderly,  she  drew; 

It  cooled  his  brain  like  falling  dew 
Upon  a  parched  and  feverous  land. 
As  lily  over  the  river's  brim 

Bends  low  its  form  of  gentle  gi'ace. 
Bent  Onnalinda  over  him  — 

So  near  to  his  her  lovely  face! 
She  called  him  her  "sick  Indian  brave" 

In  tones  of  pity's  tenderness ; 
And  as  she  rose  she  turned  and  gave 

His  bm-ning  brow  a  silent  kiss. 

.  .  .  That  night  he  dreamed  that  he  became 

A  Saxon  prince  of  knightly  fame, 

And  wooed  and  won  the  heart  and  hand 

Of  loveliest  princess  in  the  laud; 

And  "  Onnalinda  —  princess  swec^t ! " 

Her  name  in  dreams  he  would  repeat. 

Even  the  dusky  one  may  dare 
To  woo,  in  dreams,  a  princess  fair. 
—  Brief  was  his  sunny  dream  of  joy. 
He  wakes.  .  .  .  Ah  me!  poor  Indian  boy. 
His  dazzling  di'eara,  like  meteor  bright. 
Flashed  by,  and  darker  was  the  night! 
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One  boon  ho  keeijs:    Tliat  eve  in  May 
Those  flowers  she  brouglit  when  ill  he  lay, 

Now  withered  tuft  that  told  a  tale 

Dead  daffodils  and  daisies  pale. 

— Ah!  turn  we  from  the  unhappy  lot 

Of  Osseolo.    Blame  him  not 

If  hidden  tear  now  dimmed  his  eye  — 

If  in  his  heart  a  struggling  sigh. 

Nor  princess  Onnalin<la  l)lame, — 

Perehanee  uncojiseious  of  his  flame; 

Burning  unseen  how  could  she  know 

The  covered  embers'  fervid  glow  ? 

...  Ye  swahis!  so  tender,  shy,  and  mute — 

In  war  or  love  be  resolute! 

Love's  fortress  Avould  you  have  surrender? 

Ask  gently  bold,  and  bravely  tender! 


XXVIII 


EBEN    AND     ONNALINOA 


Near  Onnalinda  Eben  stood 

With  martial  mien  and  bearing  high- 
The  kindling  glances  of  his  eye 

Bespoke  his  heart  in  happy  mood. 
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But  Oniuiliiida  seemed  to  be 
By  thoughts  both  sweet  and  sad  beset. 
As  th(Migli  both  ghidiiess  and  regret 

Were  striving  for  the  mastery. 

Her  Huv,  tlie  (ihieftain,  stood  sedate, 
Gazing  in  Eben's  manly  face  — 
Pleased  by  alliance  with  a  race 

Of  proud  demean  and  high  estate. 
If  in  his  heart  regi-et  could  be 
'T  was  hidden  'neath  stoic  dignity. 

One  look  to  Heaven  lie  gave  to  invoke 
The  One  Great  Spirit  of  tluj  sky, 
Then  with  a  calm  paternal  eye 

And  voice  of  majesty  he  spoke  — 
Raising  Avith  kingly  sway  his  hand 
As  if  a  silence  to  command: 


"You,  Eben  Stark! 

The  old  sachem  hear: 
I  know  you  brave  ...  I  think  you  true; 
Else  why  could  I  now  give  to  you 
What  is  to  Kawanute  so  dear? 
Dearer  than  my  old  heart  to  mo  — 
Dearer  than  all  this  earth  is  she: 
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She  lends  me  to  the  grave  whenj  lies 

One  who  had  Ounaliuda's  ey(»s; 

Whose  gentle  luuid  would  lead  me  through 

Dark  ways  where  oft  I  eould  not  see. 
May  Oimaliuda  be  to  you 

"Wliat  her  sweet  mother  was  to  me ! 
Take  her!  .  .  . 

My  poor  ol<l  heart  goes  too  !  .  .  , 

May  the  Great  Spirit  with  you  be!" 

With  tender  gi-ace  chief  Kawanute 
Placed  Onnalinda's  gentle  hand 
In  Eben  Stark's.    Each  warrior  band 

Uprose  with  cheer  and  glad  salute. 


Mingled  in  amity,  each  race 
Gave  hearty  greetings.    Eonald  gave 
A  gift  unique  to  Eben  bj-ave 

That  brought  amazement  to  each  face* 

At  sight  of  it  each  heart  beat  quick 
Till  soh'ing  all  its  aim  and  drift 
They  blest  the  fear-dispelling  gift: 

A  dusky  ear  M'ith  dainty  nick! 
Grim  souvenir!  but  a  potent  chai-m 
'Gainst  stealthy  step  and  dire  alarm! 
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The  courier,  now  gi'own  merry  too, 
Joined  gayly  in  the  brisk  ado  — 
Stood  proudly  up  in  tattered  coat 
Like  gamin  of  the  "sans  culotto;" 
Thro'  rag  and  rent  he  'd  show  the  gi"aea 
And  port  consummate  of  his  race. 
Scorning  to  be  behind  the  rest, 
He  drew  memento  from  his  vest. 
And  sly  on  Donald's  tartan  laid 
A  shred  to  match  his  shortened  plaid! 

"Voila!  morbleu — whoop!  ehs" — he  cried, 
But  laughed  with  Donald,  his  traitor  guide 
That  fearful  night ! . . .  That  shred  he  kept, — 
Torn  from  the  plaid  when  Donald  leapt 
Into  the  jungle,  terrified! 
—  Then  Osseolo,  shy  and  meek. 
Drew  near  —  a  tear  upon  his  cheek? — 
And  placed  in  Eben's  coat  of  blue 
A  withered  tuft  of  faded  hue, 
Dead  leaves.  .  .  . 

Dead  loves! — that  told  a  tale. 
Ah !  none  save  Onnalinda  knew 
What  meant  those  flowers,or  where  they  grew, 
The  daffodil  and  daisy  pale! 
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RONALD    AND    GLINTING    STAR, 

Now  silent  stood  oacli  warrior  band 

Ah  Oiinalinda  smiling  wont 
And  kissod  Tlu*  Star,  and  pr(>.ssed  her  hand 

x\nd  led  her  close  to  Ronald  Kent; 
And  in  his  hand  she  softly  laid 

The  trembling  hand  of  Glinting  Star! 

.  .  .  Plaudits  arose  from  near  and  far 
For  Ronald  and  the  Algoiuiuin  maid! 
—  Said  Kawanute  in  pleasant  glee, 
Half  earnest  and  half  raillery: 
Swifter  and  keener  Avoman's  glaiieo 
Than  Saxon's  ritle  or  his  lance ! 
You  boast  of  white  man's  strategy 
Then  captive  fall  to  her  dark  eye!  — 
'T  is  well  too  warm  a  heart  is  hers 
To  tomahawk  her  prisoners!" 


With  merry  gi-eetings  were  they  wed, 
And  hailed  with  ])laudits  near  and  far. 
—  Now  rose  the  chief,  oracular 

With  wise  and  frequent  pause,  and  said: 
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"My  eliildroii.  .  .  .  Happy  1)('  you  uU.  .  .  . 
Have  Imt  ono  i)atli  —  new  trails  f;<>  by.  .  . 
Now  trails  tor  fools  in  traps  to  fall  — 
One  path  leads  up  to  yonder  sky." 

He  turned  to  Onnalinda  meek, 
His  hand  lay  gently  on  her  head, 
And  in  a  tremulous  voice  he  said, 

AV^hile  tears  fell  down  his  war-worn  cheek 

"  Be  happy,  child !  .  .  .  Wlierever  you  go 
My  poor  old  heart  will  follow  you.  .  .  . 
AVluit  your  sweet  mother  was  to  me 
You  to  the  nohle  Eben  be. 
.  .  .  We  meet  up  in  the  hapi)y  sky  — 
Be  glad.  .  .  . 

Be  happy.  .  .  . 

Sweet,  good-bye." 


mini  all  llirnr  ihisl-ij  rliiim-  Ihr  inihiiiiiii/  ilrsrniilfiiil.i  of  Ka- 
vaiiiili-liari-  i;iu..li,;l  from  oiir  forrsls,  Ihri,  mm,  iit  laisl  lir 
licniiilleil  lolirf  in  Kiniiuiire  inii/  Sony.  Xiihfin/  hiin  llin,  l„ 
liw;,  lliiir  hnoii-  ileeth ;  ti„  scrihr  for  roiifiilinn  the  inrlrliiil 
caliimiiieii  east  iiimii  tlirm  ;  tiikv  akic  sir.K.VT.  ViiiUr  llir  ijiiisr 
of  rominin;  aii,l  Ihc  i/laiiioiir  of  faiiei/,  .some  Inillin  miii/'xlml 
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Onnal:  ire  ran  onli/  sai, ;  Ihr  ml  rare,  loo,  has  ils  Jiiiliis  !  In  llie 
noble  Kairanntr  one  loiilil  irisli  lliat  llie  ilrfiiuirrs  of  his  rave 
coulil  recognise  a  charucler  irorllii/  ofl/icir  einnlnlion. 
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EXTRACTS    FROM    REVIEWS. 


Westminslcr  lieriric. 

"  . .  .  .  OiiiittUiida  HiiHtiiiim  its  interest  frciii  first  to  lust.  Stniiigp  to 
Ray.  tli<>  tiilc  Is  tlic.  pli'iiHaiilcr  rciidint;  for  bciiis  in  metre,  and  the  reader 
is  lieKiiiled  past  many  pitfalls  iu  tlie  shapi!  of  '  asides '  by  the  silvery 
riat^of  tUe  verae." 

London  Morning  Post. 

"  .  .  .  .  Tlio  Hiiliject  is  ill  itself  attractive,  and  afl'ords  room  formiieh 
pic'tai-cs(pie  d('siTi])tioa.  Of  tliis  the  author  has  duly  availed  himself. 
Mr.  MeNau^htou  tells  Ids  story  witli  aiduiatiou,  and  weaves  the  loves 
of  tho  charming  Uuualiuda  and  her  Enghsli  lover  into  a  pleasing 
poem." 

Illuslrcilcd  London  Xcirs. 

"  . . . .  The  author  has  proved  that  tlie  Ameriean  innse  ean  sing  with 
sweetness  and  with  spirit,  with  feeling  aii<'  with  linnionr.  Sjiaee  for- 
bids the  quotation  of  passages  which  wouia  testify  of  felicitons  expres- 
sion, picturesque  deseriptioa,  animated  scenes,  impressive  uctiou." 

The  Wiiiteliiill  Heriew  (fjondon). 

"  .  . . .  The  mixture  of  fact  ami  Action  Is  skilfully  managed;  tho 
quaint  fancifulness  whicli  invests  metaphor  with  artistic  grace  is 
bright  an<l  spimtaneous;  the  wihl  beauty  of  thi'  locality  is  tellingly 
delineatetl;  and  tlie  picturesque  appearance  and  chivalrous  cUarat^ter- 
Istlcs  of  tho  dramatis  pcrsonw  arc  cliarmingly  described." 

Tlte  Christian  World  (London). 

"  .  .  . .  Onnalinda  is  a  strikingly  beautiful  romance.  The  story  is 
told  in  a  very  faseinating  manner—  with  a  vivacity  that  never  lags  or 
fails  fnmi  the  first  page  to  the  last.  We  predict  that  all  who  make  its 
acipiaiutanco  will  accord  to  Mr.  McXaughton  their  udmiratiou  and 
gratitude." 

I'hc  Scottish  Perietr. 

"  .  .  .  .  Mr.  McXaughton's  spirited  appeal  on  behalf  of  the  Red  In- 
dians is  one  in  which  every  right  thinkliie-  persim  will  heartily  sympa- 
thize. .  .  .  Tho  story  is  told  with  spirit  and  vigour,  and  tlic  vorslticatlou 
lias  force  uud  irower." 
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London  Litrra'-i/  World. 

"  .  . .  .  Tf  is  a  poetic  roiniincn  full  of  ,  Hiug  ai.d  agreeable  interest. 
Tho  progressive  nature  of  the  poem  an  important  element  in  its 
enlovment ;  one  has  not  lonir  to  wait  for  tho  development  of  the  story. 
. .  .  We  have  not  read  a  noetic  romance  of  Its  aim  and  length  for  nainy 
a  day  and  year  which  take-i  our  fancy  more  comph-tely." 
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